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CHAPTER L 



<t 



STOOP DOWN AND SEEM TO KISS ME ERE I DIE. 



>» 



The flash of the steel tube in their sight, the 
pressure of its cold circle on the forehead of the 
nearest, staggered the monks a moment ; they re- 
coiled slightly one on another. They had measured 
the height and the girth of this stranger's limbs as 
they had sat with him at their meal, and they dreaded 
the tempest of his wrath. Erceldoune, holding her 
to him still with one arm, and covering the foremost 
with his aim, thrust himself against the mass and 
Btrove to pierce his way through them to the gates. 
Avoice from behind cut the silence like a bullet's 
hiss. 

*' Gowards ! Bolt the doors and trap them ; we 
can piñion them then at our leisure ! " 

The speaker» as his figure towered in the shadow, 
was a gaunt Abruzzian giant, fíerce-eyed, hollow- 
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cheeked, eager and lustful for slaughter ; in a long 
dead time he had been a chief among ferocious 
soldíery, who had imbrued his hands deep in blood, 
and the oíd savage instincts flared alight, and the 
oíd brute greeds breathed free again, as for once 
after long captivity they broke the bondage of the 
príesthood. He took the leadership among the 
herd of half-awakened and bewildered monks, as 
the long-stifled impulses of war and murder rose 
in him, and glared wolf-like from his eyes, reddened 
with á light ' that was well-nigh insanity. He 
lived t)nce more in a thoüsand dead days of battie, 
of' rapiñe, and of oruelty, as he strode downward 
into the hall, héaving aloft a great iron bar with 
which he had armed himself, in default of other 
weapon. 

ErceMoune, as he turned his head, and saw the 
lamplight glow on the lean ravenous face, knew that 
here lay his woarst foe ; the rest might be driven like 
a flock of sheep if once terror fairly mastered them, 
but in this man he read the bloodthirst of the tiger, 
the fiercer and the more ruthless for its long repres- 
sion. With the keen glance of a soldier the warrior- 
monk sprang forward to secure the doórway ; once 
netted^he knew that the prisoners could be deait with 
at pleasure» The veight of the iron bar was liñed, to 
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be hurled on to the hound'a head, where — ^no more 
to be moved in fear or in wrath than the sentinel, who 
períshes at bis post for sake of honour and obedience 
-^be migbt be slain so with ease, though not passed 
or approached except at cost of life. The iron 
swnng above the Abruzzian's head, swaying lightlj 
as a flail, to desc^id with another instant on to the 
dog's bold brow ; as it was raised, his arm fell 
paralysed, Erceldoune's first shot broke the bone 
above the wrist. Maddened with the pain, the monk 
shifted the bar to his left hand, and, forgetful of the 
hound, rushed on to his antagonist, head downward, 
with the blind infuríated onslanght of a wounded 
boar. Eroeldoune, watching him with quick, 
unening surely, was ready for the shock, and, 
sparing his fíre — for he knew not how much more 
yet he might need it— caught him with a blow on 
the temple as he rushed on, which sent him stagger- 
ing down like a felled ox. As he dropped, his 
brethren, catching that contagión of conflict which 
few men, priests or laymen, can resist when once 
launched into it, threw themselves forward to 
revenge his fall, rough-armed with the hatchets, the 
clubs, the pickaxes used in out-door toU, which hung 
or leaned against the wall. 
Brigands of Calabria, tigers of the Deccan, would 
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not have been wilder in their rage than were these 
sons of peace, who took in one bríef hour payment 
for alljthat bad been silenced, and íced, and fettered 
under the weight of tbe Church*s rule. The sight 
of a woman's loveliness lashed like a scourge tbe 
futile envy roused beforehand in them by the 
stranger who bad broken their bread, and who bad 
showed them all that they bad lost in losing for ever 
ibeir freedom of will and act. What was at riot in 
them was not a gaoler's rage or a hireling's terror of 
cbastisement ; it was their own heart-sickness, their 
own rebellion, and despair, which made them savage 
as murderers. 

For the only time in all bis life a deadly fear 
carne on Erceldoune — fear for her. He glanced 
down once on her, and her eyes gave him back a 
smile proud, serene, resolute, sweet beyond all ten- 
derness — a smile that said, as though her lips 
spoke it, " Bemember ! " It nerved him afresh, as 
though the courage of Arthur, the power of Samson, 
poured by it into bis veins and limbs. He bad 
sworn to give her the freedom of death, if that of 
life were beyond bis reach ; tbe memory of bis pro- 
mise made him mad with that desperate strength 
whereby men, in their agony, reach that which, told 
or beard in the coolness of calm reason, seems a 
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dream of impossibilities, wild as those of the deeds 
of the Ked Cross. 

"Fire with me!" he said in his teeth. " Our 
lives haDg on ít/' 

She heard, and raised her weapon steadily as the 
priests rushed at them, while the Abruzzian lay 
like a mass of timber at their feet ; the two shots 
echoed together, aimed at the inass of stretching 
hands, of brawny arms, of gleaming hatchets, of 
lifted clubs, that was within a hand's breath of 
them in the twilight of the lamplit hall. The mass 
wavered, quivered, staggered back ; in that one 
breathless pause Erceldoune, with Iiis arms round 
her so that she was held cióse against his breast, 
dashed forward with a rush as the lion will dash 
through the cordón of hunters who have fenced him 
in for the slaughter, hurling them back and front, 
left and right, by the Ímpetus that bore him through 
them as swiftly, as resistlessly, as a scythe clears its 
way through the grasses. 

One Cistercian, more rapid than the rest, swerved 
aside from that terrifíc charge which carried all 
before it like the sweep of cavalry, and threw him- 
self against the door to swing the oak cióse ere the 
fugitives could reach it. " Seize him I " shouted 
Erceldoune in Servían. The hound had waited, 
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panting and agonised, for the command ; he sprang 
on the monk*s breast, and threw him prostrate, his 
fangs clenched in the man's throat abnost ere the 
words that loosed him from his guárd were fairly 
uttered. The fair, still, lustrous night gleamed 
soft and starlit through the narrow space of the 
opened portáis; the world and all its liberty lay 
beyond. 

Blows were rained on him, yells hooted in 
his ear, hands clutched his clothes, his limbs, his 
sash, to wrench him back ; an axe hurled at him 
struck him, grazing a wound an inch deep in his 
shoulder; a herd of devils shrieked, cursed, 
wrestled, and pursued behind him. He heeded 
nothing, felt nothing, heard nothing; he only 
guarded her from the weapons that were flung in 
his rear, so that none should touch her save such 
as struck first at him, and bore her like the wind 
through the half-opened door, out into the night air, 
and down the flight of rock-hewn stairs ; the hound, 
coursing before him down the slope of the black 
rugged precipitous steps, slippery with moss, and 
wom uneven by the treading feet of many centu- 
ries. One step unsure, and they would be hurled 
head downward on to the stones below ; there was no 
moonhght on the depth of intense shadow that 
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shelved straight into fathomless darkness ; behind, 
the rash of the pñests followed, and the da*- 
mour of their shouts shook the night silence;— <- 
yet on he went, fearless, reckless, impervious to 
pain, and feelilig dronk with the sweet freedom 
of the fresh night wind, with the beating of ber 
heart upon his own. To have held her thus one 
instant he would have given bis life up the 
next. 

Of that downward passage he had no knowledge^ 
no memory in aftertime ; he followed it as men in .a 
nightmare follow some bideous path that ends in 
chaos; he touched the earth ai last,. clearing the 
three last granite rungs of the rock4adder witii a 
leap that landed him on the breadth of %}ir£ 
that stretched beneath. He rashed across it si 
the speed of a wild deer, m^ing atraight for the 
cypress knot where he had bidden the. horses be 
waiting. A monk held hiin cióse in chase-^so olose^ 
that the priest reached the ground well-nigh with 
him. He did not see or dream bis danger; Sulla 
did, andy with one mighty bound, was ^ on the 
Italianas ^áked chest, as he had dealt mtb'^olf and 
with bearin bis own Servían w4>ods. The monk 
fell well'uigh senseless, and the dog tore onward 
through the moonlight with a loud baj of joy. 
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They were alone ; the pursuit coold not reach 
tbem for seconds at least — seconds, precious in that 
-extremity as years. The clamoor and tumult of 
the monastery pealed from the height above ; but 
few of the brethren he reckoned would daré to ñsk 
the peril of descent in the blackness of midnight, 
the few that would must be some moments yet 
before they could be on him. In the shadow of the 
cypresses stood the horses, held by a Germán lad, 
and eased by rest till they were fresh as though they 
had not left their stalls. 

Without words, she threw herself into the saddle ; 
she had ridden stimipless ere then across the brown 
dscrk desolation of the Campagna in an autumn 
night, with the Papal troops out against her. Idalia 
was of that nature to which danger is as strong 
wine. Her face was palé to the lips, but resoluto 
as any soldier*s on the eve of victory ; her hair 
3haken down rested in great masses that gleamed 
golden in the fiickering light; her right hand 
still held the pistol as though it were some love* 
gage that she treasured cióse, and the fairness of 
her face was set calm as death, resolute as steel, even 
while her eyes burned, and glowed, and dilated 
with the ardent ñre of war, and with a look sweeter 
than that which swept over him like a sorcery. 
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" Oflf ! Every second is life ! " 

While she spoke he was in the saddle ; the horses, 
young and wild, broke away at a touch in a stretch- 
ing gallop, with the brave hound coursing beside 
them, mad with the joy of his liberty. The hoofs 
were noiseless on the moss that was damp and 
yielding by the moisture from the swamps, and the 
belt of the cypress screened their flight from the mo- 
nastery; the monks would search for hours, till 
their torches flared out, in every nook and cleft of 
the rocks around, ere ever they would dream how 
that midnight ride had borne away their prisoner. 

Out of the cypress-grove and beyond the beetling 
wall of the crags the moonlight lay in a broad white 
sheet, clear and soft as dawn, across the open 
country, scarcely broken by a tree or hut. Afar 
the still green fields of rye and maize were scarcely 
stirred by a breath, and the twisted boughs of the 
olives were veiled with a soft mist, the steam of the 
marshes and the plains. ^Through the luminous 
half-light the horses dashed at racing speed, while 
the water-threaded earth trembled beneath them, 
and the rank grasses were crushed under their fleet 
hoofs. 

Through the shallow pools, with the water 
splashed to their girths, and circling away in 
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eddying rings as they broke its slumbering quiet ; 
through the vaporous haze that hung oyer the 
black expanse of the morass and the plain till 
they seemed to hunt down the white wraiths of its 
smoke that corled and uncurled before them; 
through the tall reedy grasses that broke as they 
crashed them, and sent dreamy odour out on the 
aír as they [bowed their broad ribands and their 
feathery clusters ; through the intense silence, till 
the water-hen flew with a scream from her rest, 
and the downy owl brushed by with a startled 
rush, and the landrail woke with his shrill cry 
ñrom his sleep in the midst of the millet-stalks ; 
through the balmy southern night they rodé as 
those can only ride behind whom yawn a prison and 
a grave, before whom smile the world and all its 
liberty. • 

All through the night they rodé on, till the 
slender are of the young moon was sinking towards 
the west, and countless stars were shining larger 
and clearer towards the dawn, burning through the 
blue-black darkness of the sky, veiled ever and 
again by sweeping trails of mist. 

Under the grey dim colossal arches of the Fer- 
ratino gates flresh horses waited. The tired beasts 
were changed in haste and without question, and 
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the young unwom ones raced on through the 
gloom as fleetlj as wild horses sweep over piairie 
plaíns. 

Behind them hunted Death; with the moming 
light the whole land would be as one host risen 
against them^ as one snare spread to trap them ; the 
bloodhounds of a Church were on their track, and 
the hate of a king and a príest ran them down ; yet 
acaree a touch of fear, scarce a breath of the chiUness 
of terror were on them ; they had drunk deep of the 
rich wine of danger, and one at least was blind 
with the blindness of passion. 

The world was still about them ; all things slept. 
The earth was hushed and without sound, as though 
the deep tranquillity of death had fallen eveiywhere. 
Only throTigh the cabnness carne the low sigh of the 
aír through grasses, and the liquid murmur of un- 
seen waters foaming down from height to height, or 
stealing under the broad' leafage of aram-shadowed 
channels. Nothing awakened around them, save 
the downy-winged asdola, or the ehangeful bands of 
the fireflies gleaming like gold among the grey 
plumos of olives, or above the tender green seas of 
npening millet. The summer was still young, and 
the night was divine, as the nights of the south alone 
are ; the barren plaips and the vaporous pools were 
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passed with the swiftness of a dream, and beyond the 
olive belts, and the outer woods of C3rpress, lay the 
richness and riot of Italy, all shadowed and softened, 
and steeped in the moonbeams. Vineyards where 
the budding grapes were thrusting their first life 
through the leaves; great chestnut woods, where 
no ray pierced the massive fans of foliage, and the 
ground was white as though from snow with the 
heavy fall of the dropped flowers ; fields where melón 
and gourd, and the fantastic shapes of the wild fig- 
tree coiled one in another, fragrant as gods' néctar, 
when the hoofs trod out the fruit and bruised the 
amber skins, and broke through the fihny, silvery 
webs of weaving insects, glittering with the dew ; 
black, silent groves, noiseless and cavernous, with 
the hoUow moan of earth-imprisoned torrents, and 
lofty aisles of cedars shutting in the broken ivy- 
covered ruins of the deserted altars of dead gods ; 
vast piles of rocks, and stretching plains and hills 
covered with ancient strongholds mouldering to dust, 
and nestling dells where sheeted water mirrored in 
the starlight slender stems of sea-pines and marble 
shafts of classic temples. Through them all they 
went, never drawing rein, with the hound coursing 
beside them, through the changeful light of the calm 
late hours, guiding their flight by the stars, and 
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holding ever straight for the sea. With sunrise thé 
soldiers of the King, the mercenaríes of Church and 
of State, would be out over the land; the night 
alone was liberty. Liberty, for the breath óf the 
wind on their brows, for the splash of river-spray on 
their lips, for the wild joy of fearless speed, for the 
fragrance of trampled flowers, for the limitless glory 
of sight free to range over the width of the earth, 
for the nameless rapture of living when every sense 
and pulse of life is hot as with wine, yet is luUed 
as with sleep, and holds the pain of the world well 
endured for the sake of one hour of joy ; — ^Liberty, in 
whose sweetness lies all the ecstasy of life, and in 
whose loss lies all its anguish. 

Throúgh the shallow foam of half-dry water- 
courses, through the long sear grasses where the 
cattle couched, through the odorous thickets of wild 
myrtle, through the withes of osiers where the bit- 
tem, wakened, rose with his sullen booming . cry, 
they rodé on towards the sea. Down the perilous 
slopes of ravines, where the loosened shingles shook 
in showers into yawning depths ; down naked 
breadths of stone where no mosses broke the polished 
incline, and one uncertain step was death ; across 
bridges high in air, spanning the white smoke of 
boiling torrents, while the timbera shook and bent 
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beneath them; under mighty aisles o£ oak and 
cypress^ 'where no path led save such as the rush of 
their gailop forced between the breaking boughs, 
they held their way throngh the twilight haze that 
deepened to blackest gloom vhere the woods closed 
above^ and lightened to silvery lustre "where tbe 
plains stretched out unbroken. All rnemory of 
danger, all sense of danger had fallen írom them ; 
on her the dreamy night silence and the passionate 
sweetness of freedom rested ; with him tbere was no 
thought remaining save that he alone held his place 
by her bridle-reín, that he alone had ddivered her 
out of her bondage. 

In the calm around. them all was at rest save 
their own hearts, save their own flight that held on 
for the same goal ; all human Ufe except their own 
seemed banished from the world, and the slumber- 
hushed earth left only to them ; through ravine and 
woodland, througk vineyard and valley, under the 
overhanging brow of lonely cliffs, and across the 
swaying bridge of giddy heights they rodé together ; 
and while the flickering light flashed down through 
parted leaves upon her beauty, and ever and again 
as he Hwept on beside her .he met the gleam of her 
eyes through the shadows, he who loved her felt 
drunk with hi» joy, What cared. he though he 
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should fali dead at her feet when that midnight ríde 
should have reached its end? He should' Laye 
passed to his grave with hér. 

Where the jagged iron had been hurled against 
him, the Teñí/ netves throbbed, and the Unen wae 
stained TOth»-blood;. where his rival had sti*ained 
him in that deadly embrace> the breadth of his chest 
was bruised as though weightily strucb by a mace, 
and compressed as though tight bound in bands of 
steel; but he felt none of its paín-, he knew none of 
its suffering; he only knew that she rodé beside 
him, that through him she was saved, that once his 
arms had held her, that still in all the width of the 
world there was none with her in her extremity save 
himself, — ^whose love she had forbidden, yet whose 
love, she had seen, óutlastéd all, and only asked of 
her a place with her in her danger, a place near her 
inherdeath. 

No words passed between them ; the breathless 
passage of their flight left no space for speech, and 
the soft hush of the darkened world was too solemn 
to be broken. They had passed away from the 
beaten track, lest any should see and mark their 
course, and had borne straight across the country 
westward to where the bay lay — ^breaking through 
the blossomed vines, the sheets of maize, the nets 
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outspread for birds in southem mode, the deep* 
grown screens of myrtles fencing vüla lands, and the 
wild growth of rocky channels, where hidden streams 
ran below earth, and made the vegetation riot rank 
and thick, where the snake found its lair, and the 
mosquito swarmed in hundreds, and the hot heavy 
vapour uprose like clouds of steam. Now and 
then her eyes tumed on him in the darkness of 
cypress shadows, or where some yawning river-bed, y 
yellow and reed-choked, and unfathomed in the 
gloom, was crossed with a measureless leap, their 
horses cióse abreast. For all except the echo of 
the ringing hoofs trampling through ripening com, 
or sounding loud on rocky pathways, there was utter 
silence between them. 

The night was fast waning, the stars growing 
largor, till the whole skies seemed on fire with their 
brilliance ; the hours were passing swiftly — ^the honrs 
which alone were safety. Here and there, from lonely 
marshes, the bittem's booming cali sounded, desoíate 
and moumful ; or, as the trodden millet-stalks muffled 
the noise of their gallop, the cry of the cicala could 
be heard from under the maize. The world went by 
them vague as a dream, mist-like as a cloud ; ruined 
temples, shadowy landscapes, waters glistening white, 
monastic piles darkly looming down from rocky 
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heights, sullen depths'malarious, impenetrable^ death- 
laden, divine beauty gleaming vine-crowned under 
southem moonbeamS; all passed by them like the 
fleeting, changeñil phantoms of a feverish sleep. 
They rodé on and on, without thought, without 
refuge, with one impulse only, to leave league on 
league between tbem and the abhorrent dens of the 
Church ; the buming breath of the past hours was 
on them, driving them forward as the curling prairie 
flames drive the lives they course after; and the 
riot of liberty was in them both, with every breath 
of wind that tossed the foliage from their path, with 
every current of air that drove sweet, and wild, and 
warm against their faces, as they dashed down by 
the pole-star's guide straight to the sea, yet south- 
Vard first, ere they bent round to the shore, since 
Naples, where she lay amidst her loveliness, was the 
tiger's lair of príest and king, was death and worse 
than death. 

The horses coursed like greyhoimds ; their feet 
scarcely touched the earth ; the shallow brooks, the 
parched soil, the reddening osiers were scattered as 
they went; neck and neck, their heads stretched 
like racers, their flanks heaving, their bits foam- 
covered, they held on at that mad pace, without pause, 
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witlM>ut stint, now forced through soreens of netted 
boughs, while ihe great chestnut fanB blinded their 
eyes, and the bianches snapped with a crash^ and 
the vípera slid from under their feet — ^now scouring 
swamps where the earth quaked beneath them, and 
the heron's wings, startling, brushed them^ as the 
brooding birds rose with a rush — ^now keeping foot- 
ing, as best they could, down narrow ledges of slip- 
pery rock, where the mosses glided, and the stone 
crumbled under the crush of their thundering gallop. 
Mile on mile, league on league, were covered with 
that breathless racing speed, that reckless course on 
giddy heights, that headlong plunge through tawny 
waters ; when any ñsk, darker than the rest, was in 
their way, his hand closed on her bridle-rein, so 
that the peril which might menace her shouid* 
by no chance swerve by from him. She was his 
in these hours at least — ^his in her need, in her 
solitude, in her jeopardy, in her flight ; his now, for 
this one night, so far as bonds of mutual danger 
could >&o render her, so far as his arm alone to shield 
her, his heart alone to beat for her, his strength 
alone to stand between her and her foes, could lend 
him right to hold her so ; his, while the net and the 
withes were about her, and the sleuth-hounds were 
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tfabking'her down, even though-^if ^He ever a^ain 
reached her freedom and her sovereignty bncd more 
---^slie shoúld forget that he once had served her 
thus, and bid him go and see her face lio more. He 
teved her irith an exceeding lóve ; not less wotdd he 
hávé hrought her from her miseiy, or iess have laid 
doWn his life to save hers, thongh he had known that, 
áying thu8,*hé shonld never havé séen evén one look 
tbat thanked him. 

Páasion was stronger than pain, and ga^e him uñ^ 
eonseiousness of it, as it had given him thei^hows and 
the sinews of giants in the contest whereby he had 
&eed her; though the monk's blows had been rained 
on him like a smith's blows on his anvil, and his 
breast had been bmised and dinted and swollen by 
the grip of his priestly foe when they had strained 
and'stifled each other like wrestlers in the death- 
fling, he had no feeling of suffering, no feeling of 
exhaustion. The glow of triumph was on him; 
the fragrance of the sultry night seemed to steep 
his aenses in yoluptuous delight; the fierceness 
of c(»it^t and slaughter were still hot in his veins, 
and tibe lulling charm of a dream feU upon him 
while the world lay sleeping in silence and 
darkness. 

o 2 
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At eveiy leap to which their bunters rose, the 
wound that the iron had slashed opened as 
though the rusted axe afresh was hurled at it ; at 
every convulsive bound with which the beasts 
cleared some riven chasm of stone or some high 
aloe fence that lifted its sharp foliage ríght in 
their course, the weight on his chest caught his 
breath, and the bruised muscles ached to bursting ; 
often the stars grew giddy above him, and the Zttc- 
ciole glitteríng among the leaves looked a confused 
heap of sparkling fire, till he could scarce tell which 
was earth beneath and which was sky above him; 
often faintness carne over him írom the loss of the 
blood that had soaked his fishing-shirt through, and 
the weight of the blows dealt upon him which, at 
the time of cootest, he had felt no more than he felt 
now the gentle rain of sjrringa flowers as they were 
showered from bonghs they broke asunder. Yet he 
had barely any knowledge of this ; he flung it off 
him, and was strong as he rodé — strong to watch 
every danger that threatened her in their passage — 
strong to lead their flight with a mountaineer's keen- 
ness of visión, a desert-hunter's instinct of guidance 
— strong to let her see no paleness on his face save 
the pallor of moonlight, no look in his eyes save the 
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lov6 that had daxed all things for her, and would do 
so Tinflinchingly on to the end, whatsoever that end 
xnight still be. A wild, senseless, fiery intoxication 
of joy was upon him ; he knew no pain, he knew no 
weakness, he fled with her alone through the night 
Come what future there would, no fate could wash 
this out, no fate could steal this from him; — that 
once his arm had thrust dishonour and death back 
from her, that once his heart alone had been her 
shield against her foes. 

The first grey gleam of dawn was breaking where 
the moming star hung in the deep mystical blue of 
night, when their horses, panting, wom, steaming, 
covered with foam, and staggering in their gallop, 
tore down through forest glades of oak and bark into 
the heart of woods where once the altgrs of Dionysus 
had arisen, and the print upon the thyme where the 
wild goat had wandered had been kissed by shep- 
herds' lips as sacred ground touched by the hallowing 
hoof of Pan. The wood stretched up a hill-side's 
slope, dark even by day, so thickly woyen were the 
oíd gnarled boughs, so heavy was the foliage even in 
summer drought, from the hidden streams that ran 
beneath its soil, sun-sheltered and making cool liqtdd 
music through the gloom, rising none knew whénce. 
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flowing none ]knew wbither, but telling to all who 
chose to hear of the dead days when their aong had 
mingled with the yinerfeast chants to Bacchus, and 
had borne their cadenee in companionship with the 
thoyghts of Yirgil or of MartiaL No heat could 
reach^ no season parcha those subteiranean waters 
that here and there welled up to síght, rushing 
brown and bright iinder the moon, but soon were 
lost again in the recesses of the earth, and only 
traced by the rich herbage that grew wherever they 
wound^ •OF'-^'when the stillness was intense as 
Alpine Bolitu^s— by the murmuring hollow ripple 
that told where they threaded their way thiough 
3ecret, channels to the sea. Here the sunrrays 
could not touch . to ,bum the grasses black ; here 
the twisted l^age was fresh and dew-laden as 
though a northem.coolness fanned them,; here the 
silyery arum uncurled above the screened channels 
of thebrooksj here the white . hellehore thrust its 
delicate head^through mosses green. and curling as 
though, they grew ^uuder English elm-wooda 

And h^e in the deep lonelinesa, sunk^over their 
hocks in the waterrfed reeds and^grasses^. the wom- 
out horses j^lackened.speed and strained to reach a 
freshet. that brinamed. and bubbled under an. aisla of 
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oaks ; and as the headlong gallop paused, and the 
swift rush of the aii* ceased, as they entered those 
dim aisles that liad the twilight gloom and calm of 
some mighty temple to forgotten gods, a sudden 
blindness veiled all things — even her face — ^from his 
sight, Erceldoiine swayed heavily forward on his 
saddle, the faintness of mortal pain Tanquished him 
at last. 

With sheer instinct he threw himself from his 
stirrups and staggered towards her; all was dark 
and sickly to his senses.^'and the iron bands seemed 
to cnish tighter and harder round his chest, straining 
out the very life ; but his thought was still for her, 
and he smiled in her eyes, though he could no longer 
see but only felt that they were on him. 

" Have no fear ; — it is nothing ! " 

But even as the words left his lips his strength at 
length was conquered; and senseless from the loss 
of blood, be reeled slightly, and fell, head backward, 
on the earth. 

Almost ere he had fallen Idalia was beside him ; 
she had not dreamed that he was wounded or even 
in suffering, tiU with those few gentle words he had 
swayed downward like a dying man. Then, where 
the moonlight. strayed in through a rparting in the 
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branches above, she saw that bis face was white as 
tbe arum lilies amongst which he fell, and that the 
snowy crowns of the flo-wers and theb: broad and 
pointed leaves weie darkened with the stain of 
blood, soaking through the linen of bis barcarolo's 
dress. He was stretched there as when first, iinder 
the Carpathian pine-woods, she had found him 
laid stnick down by the ballets of the Greek 
assassin, with the vultures waiting above to swoop to 
their feast. For many moments she knelt by him ; 
no tears rose before her sight, and her lips were 
pressed cióse without a sound, almost without 
a breath, but as she gazed an agony carne in 
her eyes greater than any that the uplifted scourge 
or the locked fetters of her prison had wrung from 
her. 

She had seen so many perish for her, perish 
through her ; she had seen the brave lives at Antina 
fall like the ears of wheat ripe to the reaping ; she 
had known that east and west, far and near, in the 
wide wastes of the Magyar-land as in the silent 
streets of Venice, in the snow-plains of the Musco- 
vite empire as in the laughing loveliness of Lombard 
meadows, men had poured out their blood like 
water at her bidding, under her will, only for sake of 



"SEEM TO KISS ME ERE I DIE." 25 

that fatal beauty which níany with their last breath 
in the battlefield or on the scafíbld had cursed with 
bitter reproaxjh, which some— and not so few— had 
to the last still hlessed. So many had died for her 1 
•í— and now he who had found at her hands but cold- 
ness and suffering, and gone without reward for a 
loyalty passing all that even she had ever found, 
lay to all seeming dead or dying at her feet ; as a 
noble hound dies for its mistress' sake, dies faithful 
to the last, though never may her hand have 
given him one caress, though never may her lips 
have spoken more than careless command or chill 
dismissal. 

She knew then that she loved him; loved him, 
not with pity, ñor with disdain for it as weakness, 
ñor with mere warmth to one who had risked all 
things in her Cause, but with a passion answering 
his own, with a passion holding the world worthless 
if he no more were numbered with the living. To- 
night, when his heart had throbbed against hers ; 
to-night, when his strength had stood between her 
and her destróyer ; to-night, when his promise had 
been given her to save her with death, if no other 
freedom were lefb him wherewith to rescue her ; to- 
night, she had known that she had loved him with 
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the love she had deeiüed dead in her heart» im- 
possible to her nature ; she, with whom love had 
been but the sceptre with which to sway alavés, the 
mandragora with which to blind madmen, the 
supreme foUy with which women, otherwise power- 
less, reach a power tiíat mocks at kings and 
creeds, and reign over the broadest empire of 
earth. 

She knelt by him, mute, motionless, with a 
terrible longing in the eyes that had never quailed 
under Giulio Villaflor's, and had made the Umbrian^ 
priest let fall the lash. In that moment, in the' 
silence and the.loneliness of the forest, where the 
shadows dosed above them, and in all the width 
of the land there was not one whom she could sum- 
mon to his aid, one whom she dared trust with their 
Uves, the anguish she had oftentimes too mercilessly 
dealt, too lightly counted, recoiled back on her. She 
leamed what it could be to bear, this thing that men 
cali love,. this deadly gambling of heart, and thought, 
and sense, which casts all stakes in fateiipon the 
venturo of another's life ; she, who had watched that 
madness i90 ofteñ and so long, with calm, con* 
temptuous gaze, ancl teiüpted youth, and tiianhood> 
and age into it with a sórceress' gtnilé, heédíng^the 
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wreck she made no more than Circe heeded those 
who went down beueath the waves because her white 
arms waved them to that fatal sea. She loved him 
now with a great love ; passionate^ with the fíi*e thsA 
slept in her, yet puré so far aa remorse could bum 
it pure^ and harrowed deep with a contrition that 
would have purchased freedom, and peace, and joy 
for him had it been possible, at any cost, at every 
sacrifíce. 

The stiUness was intense ; the solitude absolute as 
in a desert, no living thing was near, and had a peopled 
city been around in place of that profound impene- 
trable desolation, none could have been simimoned 
to them ; she had become as one plague-stricken^ 
she washunted down by Church and King, she could 
not ask a draught of water from a peasant, or bid 
his help to bear h^ lover imder a shealing*s shelter, 
the very reeds and grasses trodden in their flight 
might tell . their course and betray their restinga 
place^ the very moments might be numbered in 
which she could even watch beside him here un- 
pursued, unarrested. Though he perished before 
her sight, she could not reach for him even the suc-r 
cour of a beggar's wallet or a ohaarcoal-bumer s^roof. 

The linen of the fishingnshirt had fallan qpen 
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on his breast, and by the flickering light shed 
through the leaves she saw where the blows had 
fallen fast as hail upon his chest, that was strong as 
any corslet of steel, but blackened and beaten by 
them like the steel after a long cióse battle; his 
head had sunk back, he had reeled down senseless 
from exhaustion ; through the crushed arums the 
slender stream of the blood still flowed till the snowy 
cups were filled with it as though they were purpled 
by wine ; she had looked many a time on death, and 
death seemed to her on his face now, as it had done 
when beneath the mountain pines she had first seen 
the camón birds waiting and hovering above his 
sightless eyes. 

For the moment she had no strength, no conscious- 
ness to seek to save him; she knelt beside him, 
knowing nothing save that through her he too must 
be sacrificed; that for her this Ufe also had been laid 
down, uncounting its own loss, yielding up its breath 
without reproach, forced nobly on to perish in her 
defence. She stooped over him, with that look in 
her eyes with which she had gazed» down on the 
lifeless frame of Cario of Viana, only that now, 
beside remorse, there were a grief and a passion 
deeper yet than remoi^se alone. 
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That gaze, though he lay Benseless under it, seemed 
to have power upon him still, as when first under the 
Carpathian sea-pines it had been bent on him in the 
glow and fulness of the noon, never again to be for- 
gotten. His eyes, blind and seeing nothing but the 
swaying motion of the leaves, still instinctively looked 
upward seeking hers. A heavy sigh heaved his 
breast, — a sigh in which words brokenly rose to his 
lips and died. 

" Leave me. Save yourself." 

His one thonght was still of her ; his one instinct 
still was for her. A quiver shook her from head to 
foot, as fear, and danger, and the pressuré of the 
poisoned steel against her bosom, had had no 
strength to shake her grand and fearless conrage. 
He was faithful to her thus — ^to the last — and she 
had given him no recompense save this — to die for 
her. 

Her head bowed its haughty royalty downward 
and downward until her brow rested on his breaste 
and her hands drew his within them against the 
beating of her heart. 

. " Oh, truest, noblest ! " she murmured, " I know it 
now. I love you, if love be any worth." 

Through tlie sickening delirium in which his mind 
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was floating, through the darkness that elosed on 
siglit and sense, and seemed to him, as to her, the 
presaging shadows of dissolution, the words reached, 
the touch thrilled him, with an electric shock, a 
sweetness of hope so wild, so rich, so breathless, that 
it caJled him back to consciousness, as in priestly 
legends the touch of the anointii^ chrism has sum- 
moned the departisg soul to earth. 

He raised himself slightly with convulsivo strength, 
a living warmth flushed his bloodless features. 

" Say it again ! " he whispered, With that terrible 
doubt still in his look of one who fears the joy he 
touches* will vanish mocking him. "Say it once 
more — once more ! " 

Through the mist before his visión, through the 
blackness of the forest shades, through the haze of 
flickeríng foliage, and watery moonlight, and stars 
thát seemed to stoop and touch the earth, he saw her 
eyes grow humid, lustrous, gentle with an infinite 
gentleness. 

" Say that I love you ? Yes — I say it now." 

The words were low and slowly uttered ; proud 
still, for in them she yielded far, but tender with a 
tendemess the deeper for that pride which stooped^ 
not withoüt lingering reluctance still, to own itself 
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disanned. The gloiy that shone pne moment on his 
face she had never seen save in her youth's earliest 
dreams of the gloiy on the faces of the gods; for — ^let 
the world lie of her as it would — ^to none had she 
ever spoken as she spok^ now to him, while her 
VQÍce was sweet as sorceiy and filled with unshed 
tears that would not gather in her ejes, but were 
dríyen back to her heart in grief that mingled -with 
the poignancy of softer thoughts and tendemess un- 
loosed at last. 

Then, at last, its ecstasy reached him, and he 
knew that it was truth — truth that rushed 
through him like the wild potency of some 
eastem drug, buming, blinding, Itdling every sense 
like opium-mingled wine. He lifted himself from 
where he lay, he stretched his arms out to her, he 
strove with futile effort to strain his gaze through 
the mists of pain, to free his strength from the 
bonds of exhaustion; and once more it was in 
vain — once more he fell back, powerless, senseless, 
yet with his thoughts keeping their hold on their 
one memory of her, and still with that glow as of 
light upon his face. His lips moved faintly in words 
that scarcely stirred the grave-like silence of the deep 
oak-woods : 
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" o God ! — if it be love — ^not pity — stoop down 
and kiss me once/* 

She was silent awhile, looking motionless upon 
him in the grey, fitful, shadowy haze, that was dusky 
and darkened by the massive canopy of foliage 
above; then— with a faint flush rising over thé 
weary faimess of her face— lower wd lower she 
drooped her imperial head, and let ^her lips rest in 
the answer that he prayed for on his own. 



CHAPTER II. 

" WHY MÜST I 'NEATH THE LEAVES OF CORONAL 
PRESS ANY KISS OF PARDON ON THY BROW?" 

The earliest dawn had broken eastward, where 
the mountains stretched — the dawn of a southem 
summer, that almost touches the sunset of the past 
night— but under the dense shadows of the oíd woods 
that had sheltered the mystic rites of Qnostics and 
echoed with the Latín hymns to Pan, no light 
wandered. There was only a dim silvery haze 
that seemed to float over the whiteness of the tall- 
stemmed arum lilies and the foam-bells of the water 
that here and there glimmered under the rank vege- 
tation, where it had broken from its hidden channels 
up to air and space. Not a sound disturbed the 
intense stiUness ; that the nightVaned and the world 
wakened, brought no chango to the solitudes that 
men had forgotten, and only memories of dead- 
deserted gods still haunted in the places of their 
lost temples, whose columns were now the sea-pines' 
YOL. m. D 
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stems, and on whose fallen altars and whose shattered 
sculptures the lizard made her shelter and the wind- 
sown grasses seeded and took root. Of the once 
gracefid marble beauty and the incense-steeped 
stones of sacrifice nothing remained but moss-grown 
shapeless fragmenta, bnried beneath a pall of leaves 
by twice a thousand autumns. Yet the ancient 
sanctity still rested on the nameless, pathless woods ; 
the breath of an earUer time, of a younger season of 
thQ earth, seemed to lie yet upon the: untroubled 
forest ways; the whisper of the unseen waters 
hád a . dream-like, nnreal . cadenee ; in the deep 
ahade, in the warm fragrance and the a beavy gloom, 
,l|here was a voluptuous yet moumful charm— the 
world seemed so far, the stars shone so near ; there 
w^e the. sweetness of rest and the oblivion of 
passion. 

When her lips had touched his, life had seemed to 
return to him; he lay in a trance vague as a 
rapturous dream. - He was powerless to. answer her ; 
he had no consciousness,,save the 0Ile^ sense of a 
joy that in its intensity was half delirium ; he had 
no remembrance, save that he heldJbimself dying, 
ai^d felt death, glorious, welcome as the richest life 
that ever poured its golden wine out in the sunlight 
of youth — ^felt like the lover who, slaughtered at his 
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mistress's feet and leaming by bis fall her love, mur- 
mured with his latest words, 

■ 

It was ordained to be 90 sweet, and best 
Comes now, beneath thine eyes and on thy breast, 
Still kiss me ! Care not for the cowards ! Care 
Only to pnt aside tby beanteous hair 
My blood wül htirt. 

Stretcbed there motionless, strengthless» seeing only 
the gaze of her eyes in the dinmess, and feeling the 
depth of the soUtude in which their Hves were alone, 
as in the awful stiUness of a desert, he knew not yet 
whether this was truth, or whether dying visions 
mocked him — ^whether this spiritual stillness round 
him, this madness of incrednlous hope, this breath of 
whispered words that fanned his hair, this caress 
that burned one moment on his lips, were not the 
mere phantoms of vain desires dreaming of the joys 
denied to them for ever. For a while she let him lie 
thus, with his head sunk back against her heart, and 
his eyes alone speaking as they gazed up with their 
dog-like fidelity : she had no thought now that this 
was death which had come to him ; she knew that 
he would Uve as surely as though with that answer 
to his prayer she had breathed back the certainty of 
existence npon his lips ; and she ^knelt there silent 
and immovable, letting the momeóts drift on, for- 
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getful alike of time, of danger, of flight^ and of pur- 
suit ; remembering no more than if they had never 
been^ alike the agony that was of the past, an4 
the jeopardy that was still of the future. On the 
dauntless courage — the courage of Marathón that had 
revived in her — ^peril had frail and passing hold: 
and in the deep bosom of these untracked and classic 
woodlands all sense of mortal fear seemed lost in 
their profound peace, their nameless melancholy, 
their ethereal luUing charm, 

At last, as though smitten suddenly with the sharp 
iron of recoUection, she moved from him, rose, and 
went from the great oak shelter where he lay. 

"Love! lovel What have / to do with love?" 
she murmured, as she leaned her arms on the broken 
slab of the oíd stone altar, and let her head droop 
downward on them. A flood of memories, a tide of 
thought rushed on her from the years of her past ; 
on the impulses of a gratitude touched to the core 
by the fealty and devotion of bis defence, she had . 
let words escape her that pride Jiad silenced, and 
weightier chains fettered for so long, that she would 
have taken her oath no pity for him would ever 
shake, no yielding in herself would ever lead her 
to revoke, the decree of severance from her for 
ever, which she had uttered unfalteringly on the 
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night by the Capri sea. It was done; — he knew 
now that she gave him back some measure at least 
of that passion wherewith he adored her. She gave 
him love — she who had held it with so superb a 
disdain as the dalliance of fools, or the sensuali^n 
of libertines; she who used the whole power.of .its 
empire but as a weapon, a mask, a snare, a means 
scomed in itself for ends nearer her heart and 
worthier the consecration of her thoughts than she 
deemed that any single life could ever become to 
her. For the first time — ^whatever calumny might 
say, or vain jealousy upbraid her with — ^for the first 
time the softness of this passion had touched her, 
and its caress been given by her. She had made a 
slave of its madness many a time, or lashed it into 
fury when she needed, as the priestesses of oriental 
altars tamed or enraged the beasts which they 
crowned with flowers only, later on, to lead them out 
to sacrifico. That she would ever render it back, 
that she would ever feel to it other emotion than a 
half contemptuous compassion, had seemed impos- 
sible to her for so long. Moreover, when of late 
some sense of its tendemess had stolen on her, some 
echo in her own heart been awakened to the strong 
vibrations of his, she had known that the bonds 
which bound her could never be loosened, and she 
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had told herself that she had no title to, no fitness 
for, a noble and unsullied homage. 

Where she leaned now against the ruined altar- 
stones, remorse, keen as thongh their love were guilt, 
weighed on her. He had justly won his right to all 
of joy, of honour, and of peace, that she could give 
the liberator and defender of her life ; he had been 
willing to purchase liberty for her at loss of all things 
to himself ; he had meríted the tendemess she had 
yielded to him by seiTÍce which no gratitude ren- 
dered could repay : — and she knew that, in all like- 
lihood, the solé reward her love would bring to him 
would be a violent death by shot or steel : a fate as 
merciless as the blow his Abruzzian foe had dealt at 
him that night. An exceeding bittemess came on 
her — a heart-sickness of regret. Why had not he 
come to her in the early years of her youth ? Why . 
had not this thing, since át last it reached her, 
been wakened in her while yet it would ha ve sufficed 
to her, while yet it would have had no shadow cast 
upon it from the past, while yet no self-reproach, 
no weariness of doubt, no fever of reckless ambition, 
and no darkness of untold bondage, of fettered action, 
of dead memories, would have stretched between 
them ? The poignancy of that cruel remembrance, 
'* too late," which had passed over her when she had 
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leaned against her prison casement, and seen him 
look up^ard in the tawny torrid héat of the mo- 
nafitic marshe», was with her now. 

She had' told him that he was dear to her, and she 
knew him to be so ; knew that she could gó to his 
side and' promis^ him a love that should be no 
mckjkery and no treachery, but a iiving truth, deep 
and wann, and rooted fast in honour. 

She had known many who, in other things, 
equalled or far surpassed him ; she had known every 
splendouT of intellect; every dignity of power, every 
brilliance of fascination in the men of every country 
who had been about her in so many changing throngs, 
but none amongst them had touched her as the 
singleness and the self-sacrifice of Erceldoune's devo- 
tion touched her, and none had roused in her the 
mingled pity and reverence which the hopelessness 
of his passion and the chivalry of his character had 
roused in her ahnost from the first moment of their 
intercourse. There was a bold free carelessness of 
manhood ; there was a lofty fearless reading of 
honour and its bonds ; there was a noble simplicity 
and an antique* grandeur in the cast of his nature, 
that had won ñ'om her what she had never felt to 
those amongst her lovers who had charmed her with' 
an intellect a thousand times more subtle, wooed her 






40 IDALIA. 

with a dominión infinitely more commanding than 
his could ever have been, even had the fortunes of 
his race never fallen as they had done, or the pur- 
suits of a statesman's glories ever been possible to 
the untamed Border blood. 

When in the gloom of the monastery's corridors^ 
with a hundred human tigers thirsty for slaughter 
swarming from their dens, she had been guarded by 
his arms and shielded on his breast, his heart had 
wakened her own with its quick beating ; when in_ 
the darkness of the night she had made him pledge 
his word to serve her by a death-shot if to give her 
freedom from dishonour othei-wise were forbidden 
him, she had felt to this man, whose eyes answered 
hers in comprehension of that loathing of captivity, 
that disdain of the terrors of the grave, what was- 
nearer akin to reverénce than the imperial temper 
of Idalia had ever yielded to any. 

" He loves me ! Yes, as no man, I think, loved 
me yet ! " she thought. " But he loves me because 
he believes in me. How long should I reign with 
him if he knew ? — if he knew ? " 

That was the iron weight on her, which made her 
whole frame sink with that fettered wom-out fatigue 
and desolation against the ivy-covered stones in the 
motionless musing that succeeded to the breathless^ 
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fearless intoxication of danger and of flight. It 
would not have been possible to her to do as many 
weaker and less truthful natures do — seek shelter in 
self-evasion, and turn the very nobility and trust of 
the man who loved her into the withes to bind him, 
and the band to blind him. It would not have been 
possible to her to stoop and touch his lips with hers, 
if on hers there were ever to be for him the shame of 
falsehood or the disgrace of subterfuge. When once 
she had answered him with that caress he prayed for, 
when once she had murmured to him, " I love you ! " 
she had acknowledged to herself his right that there 
should never be one thing in her past or her present 
screened from him, one truth veiled, one act dis- 
torted. And on her, silence was bound ; either way, 
withholding all or giving all the records of her past> 
she saw herself a traitress to her creed of truth and 
justice — a traitress alike to others and herself. 

Lost in thought, and weakened now more than 
she knew by her captivity, by the scant coarse food 
and noxious air of her prison-house, and by the wild 
speed of the lengthened headlong midnight ride, she 
sat there in the still deep shadows of the oak glades> 
with the faint grey hue of the young day serving but 
to deepen into blacker sombreness the colonnades of 
trees. She had left him on the sudden sting of 
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many memories-memories which made it deadly to 
her pride to have bent thus to passion and to pity — 
memories which recalled tí^her thatshe had no right 
to bind in with her own the fate of one who brought 
to her the loyalty of perfect faith inher natura, the 
defencelessness of perfect ignorance of her past. Sha 
had done him evil enough;'she had saved his life 
once, only to chain it so to hers that its doom-must 
be whatever her own became ; for her he had risked 
liberty, existence, everthing save honour, ungrudg- 
ingly, and with the lavish largesse of a princely 
giver, who would have held no gift as any worth, no 
suflfering as any sacrifico ; now— *at the last — she had 
surrendered her love to him, and listened to his own. 
She knew that there were thousands who would tell 
him that this was the darkest evil of all that, through 
her, had befallen him. And at her heart ached a 
buming, endlessi futile pain, rather for him than for 
herself, though for herself there was sharp anguish 
in the knowledge that the world would tell him all 
love rendered from her oould be but a graceful lie to 
fool him to his peril, an eloquent simulation to cheat 
him into misery, a mockery, hdlow as it was be- 
guiling, to draw him downward, Circe-like, to his 
destruction. 

Her head was sunk on her hands; her ihoughts 
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had drifted fax in that vague, iinreal musing which 
comes after long fasting and severe exertion; she 
was unconscious that he foUowed her wistfiílly with 
his gaze, like a dog, as she left him, and slowly, 
staggeringly, after a while, rose, steadying himself 
by the boles of the oak trunks, and carne towards 
her with the dizziness of his wound stiU on him, but 
the ardent glow and the bewildered doubt of feverish 
joy warm on his face and eager in his glance, She 
was unconscious, even, that he was near till his hand 
touched her ; then, as she started at the touch, she 
once again forgot that the world held any other 
than his life and hers. Stooping, he looked down 
into her eyes ; a look so longing, so incredulous, so 
straining with hope and fear, as a man might give 
into the deep brown depths of fathomless waters in 
whose light he sees some long-lost priceless jewel 
gleaming. 

"Isittrue?" 

As his voice quivered on the words he read its 
truth. Doubt was no longer with him as he gazed 
down on her face ; but with a cry from his very 
heart, he drew her in his arms as he had held her 
against the onslaught of her foes ; he gave back that 
one caress with breathless kisses on her lips and 
brow ; he forgot danger, and pab, and all things 
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upon earth, save that this woman he worshipped 
was bis in all her splendid grace, in all her sovereign 
loveliness ; the world reeled round him — ^he felt 
blind, and drunk, and mad. And Idalia for the 
instant made him no resistance, but let her beauty 
lie in the arms that so well had shielded it, and let 
her head rest upon the breast that had been as a 
buckler rained on by a thousand blows between her 
and her enemies. 

This trance of sweet forgetfulness, this momentary 
banishment of every bitter thing, she at least could 
give him, and he had eamed his right to it. For 
the moment, also, she too shared it. She felt nothing 
but the softness, the silence, the voluptuous aban- 
donment of the emotion so long contemptuously dis- 
credited and unswervingly repressed as owning any 
power to sway or move her heai^t. 

Then slowly, and with her oíd reluctance to 
yield to so much weaknesé blent with a deeper and 
a keener pain, she drew herself gently from 
him. 

" Do not thank me for my love. The world will 
tell you it is worthless, and can have no strength 
save to destroy." 

For all answer he sank down at her feet> his arms 
about her still, his hands on hers, his eyes looking 
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upward to her own with such a radiance in them as 
slie had never seen in any human gaze. 

" Destroy me as you will, so that you love me ! " 

Mad words ; — she had heard many such, yet they 
had never borne the meaning to her that these bore 
to her now. A shudder passed over her as she 
heard, a chillness of icy cold She knew it might 
well be that nothing save ruin might come to 
him through her. She stooped towards him, aííd 
her lips quivered a little as the answer stole from 
them. 

" Well, — many wiU tell you that no other fate can 
ever come to you from me." 

" Whoever does will find his lie his last word." 

«But— if Jsayso?" 

** I have answered. Do what you wiU, since you 
have blessed me thus." 

*' Blessed you ? God knows ** 

Slow tears welled into her eyes as she saw his own 
so full of longing eloquence, where he gazed at her 
in the faintness of the waking day that left the forest 
gloom and forest hush around them. His trust was 
sweet to her, and yet so bitter ; sweet because she 
knew that her heart gave it the answer it believed 
and sought, bitter because she knew that her past 
could never merit it or meet it. She passed her 



46 IDALU. 

hand sofbly over his forehead with a gestuie that 
from her had deeper tendemess than far more pas- 
sionate demonstrations from natures more yielding 
and less proud. 

" What you have suffered for me ! " she mur- 
mured. " What you have done and dared ! You 
merít my whole life's dedicaüon for such love— such 
servioe. And — that life is so little worthy of you." 

The woman who so late had fronted Giulio Villa- 
flor with so superb a resistance^ so defiant a disdain ; 
the woman who had laughed at the threats and the 
prayers of her lovers, as of her foes^ with so cold and 
so careless a contempt; the woman who had been 
tranquil before death, pitüess in power, victorious 
against outrage, and without mercy in fascÍ3aation, 
felt abased, heart-stricken, smitten with a weary 
shame^ before the loyal gaze of the man who held 
her life as the most valued and moat stainless gift 
the vorld could hold for him. To a nature inte- 
grally truthful and integrally noble, however warped 
by circumstance or error, the deadliest sting, the 
surest awakener of remorse, will always lie in the 
perfect faith of another's implicit conñdence. Steeled 
to venomi careless of censure, and contemptuous of 
rebuke, it will bend, contrito and self-accursing, before 
the fidelity and cleamess of one regard that vows a 
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simple and unsullied belief through all and against 
aH- .< ■ ' 

He doubted that he heard her righüy. To him it 
seemed that he had no earthly thíng or claim by 
which to win her; and ho held his service in her 
cause jxo more deserving of her care than he held 
the wolf-hound's at her feet. 

" Worthy of me ? " he echoed, his voice still faint 
with exhaustion, but breathless with the incredulous 
joy that seemed to make tenfdd: strength flowback 
into !his limbs, tex^ol4 forcé ,arm. him steel^lad to 
sítve her^. " Oh, my love, mylife, my empress, my 
wife! — ^what am I that I should ever share one 
thought of yours ! " . ¿ 

She started slightly; a flush of warmth passed 
over the paleness of her face ; a half smile carne on 
her Upar, sad yet doubtful, wondering yet reverent. 

" Yon wQuld make me your wife — still ? " 

She spoke almost dreamily, with a toiich of ques- 
tionú^g doubt in her words as in her smile, while 
at the swie time they retnrned to her something of 
that negligence of hauteur, something of that royalty 
of challenge, which were as inherent in her as though 
she had worn the crowns of empires. 

He started to his feet, staggering with the weak- 
ness of his wound. 
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" You ask it ? Do you not know that I feel mad 
with the mere licence only to touch your hand with 
mine ? And — ^what insult do you think that I can 
daré to offer you 1 " 

" None." 

She looked at him full in the eyes, with a tender- 
ness infínitely melancholy, a gaze intense in its calm 
tmspoken thought. 

" Then why *' 

She smiled slightly, with something of her oíd 
delicate irony, her own contemptuous, unsparing 
cynicism, which never was more unsparing than to 
herself. ^ 

" Why ? Well, — ^you may have heard that I have 
no great belief in marriage, and little favour for it ; 
and the answer was not sure, or would not have 
been, rather, if you were as other men. What do 
you know of me ? Where have you lived, if you 
have not heard my ñame coupled with evil ? Why 
should you deem so much scruple needful with a 
woman whom you found a conspirator in chains — a 
prisoner, degraded to the mercy of Monsignore 
ViUaflor?" 

A great darkness swept ove^r her face as, she spoke 
her persecutoras ñame, though through the bittemess 
and moumfuhiess of all her speech there ran the 
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vein of reckless, careless, satirical disdain, which had 
grown to be as her second nature in many things, 
and had so long been used as her surest veil to eveiy 
deeper unacknowledged feeling. 

The wistful uncertain pain which that tone had 
ever brought into his look was in it now, as he 
stooped towards her. He felt that he had no com- 
prehension of her, but he was content — ^with that 
magnificent foUy which is so noble in its rash unwis- 
dom — ^that he loved her, and believed in her. 

" I know nothing of your life — ^true. But make it 
one with mine, and I shall hold it as the divinest 
gift on earth ; and if any daré calumniate it, they 
will find their reckoning with me. Oh, my love, my 
mistress, my idol ! only give me the title to defend 
your honour against the whole world ! " 

The tears stood once more in her eyes as she 
heard the passionate prayer, to which the tremor in 
his voice gave a yet deeper pathos — a yet more 
imploring eagemess. She grew paler stiU as she 
heard ; a sigh from her heart's depths ran through 
her. The more faith he lavished on her, the more 
sublimely mad the blindness of his chivalry, the 
more heavily self-rebuke smote her, the farther 
the iron entered into her soul, and the farther 
she stood in her own sight from any fitness with 
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this man*s noble simplicity of trust. She bent 
towards him, leaning her head one moment on his 
hands, where he stood above her — ^ihat bright-haired 
príde-crowned head, that had borne itself with such 
imperial .courage above the massacre of Antina, 
above the priesüy herd of the monastic hall, was 
lowered with the abasement of a brave and erñng 
nature, struck to the core with self-chastisement, 
and reñising to accept one shade of worship of which 
it knew itself xmworthy. 

"Listen ! " she said, softly, whUe a bittemess, that 
was to herself not to him, lent a strange thrill and 
forcé to the low-murmured words — " listen ! I have 
said I love yon — ^love yon as I never thought to love 
— ^my noblest, bravest, best ! But it is becanse I do, 
that I tell you I ana unworthy of your generons faith 
— that I tell yon there had better be separation be- 
tween us now and for ever. I will not urge on you 
to leave me because while with me you share my 
danger. You are too brave to be insulted with such 
a plea ; but I do say, forget that I have ever con- 
fessed you have grown dear to me, abandon every 
hope that I can bring you any happiness ; do as I 
bade you when last we parted — ^hate me, scom me, 
condemn me, if you will ; do anything, save trust 
your happiness to me ! There are many women who 
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can lay bare their hearts tó you like an open book, 
make one of them the holder of your honour, they 
alone merít it, and I am not amongst them. Who 
can know me as I know myself ? Believe me, then, 
wheh I tell you the greatest cruelty I can do to you 
is to bestow on you my love." 

He heard her silently ; but not as he had heard 
her bid him leave her and condemn her the last 
night they had stood together above the sea at 
Capri. He knew now that she loved him ; knowing 
that, he refiísed to take a decree of divorce between 
them, even írom her lips ; he claimed a title that he 
would never] surrender, though through years he 
should vainly assert hisf right to it The strong pas- 
síon and tbe staunch patience of his nature were 
welded together, persistent and invidnerable. 

"Let me judge that," he said, simply. " If I pre- 
ferred misery at your hands, rather than paradise at 
any other's, I should have the right to make the 
choice." 

" Yes, and I the right to guard you from the fruits 
of your own madness. You love me with a love that 
needs an ángel to be worthy it ; and I — I have 
thought of late, that if those tyrants yonder had 
küled me under the worst tortures they could frame, 
they would have done on me no more than my just 
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due; they would only fittingly have avenged all 
those who died by shot and steel through me." 
- " What Í8 your life, then ? " 

His voice sank very low, bis face was very colour- 
less, as he leaned over bar. Believe even ber own 
witness against ber be did not, would not ; but be 
knew tbat some dark tbread ran tbrougb ber life's 
golden web — ^be knew tbat some deadly remorse 
imderlay tbe brilliancy of ber gifts and of ber sway, 
and beyond tbese be knew notbing of it, no more 
tban be knew of tbe track, and tbe spring, and tbe 
destiny of tbe unseen waters tbat wound tbeir way 
beneatb tbe berbage and tbe lilies at bis feet, 
wbetber downward to netbermost deptbs of gloom, 
or outward to tbe fair freedom of tbe sea, none bad 
told, or ever would teU. 

"Wbat is it?" sbe repeated, dreamily. "Well, 
beyond all, it is a long regret." 

" Many regret wbo are but tbe prey of otbers." 
" Ferbaps ; but my regret is — ^remorse." 
" Well, may not even tbat oftentimes be noble ? " 
Sbe gave a gesture of dissent, wbile tbe smile tbat 
bad in it more sadness tban tears, tbougb it bad 
also ber oíd careless satire in it, passed a moment 
over ber face. 

" You bade me once not ask you to tum sophist 
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for my sake. Do not tum so now. You havé your 
own bold broad creeds of simple honour and dis- 
honour ; keep to them ; men wander too far from 
them into subtle windings now." 

His teeth clenched on his beard with an agony of 
impotent impatience. 

" O Qod ! do not trifle with philosophies ! Answer 
me straightly, for the pity^of Heaven ; what Í8 your 
ufe that you repent it thus ? " 

" I cannot tell you wholly. It is enough that it 
has forfeited all right to such a trust as yours." 

"Nay, let me judge that, I say again. Let me 
íudge fully — ^give me your confidence, your history ; 
did I not swear to you that the worst trial would 
never chango my fealty ? I love you, my sovereign, 
my sorceress ! What matters it to me whence you 
come, what you bring ? " 

His voice, that had been grave with a gentle com- 
mand as he spoke the first words, sank down to the 
hot, vehement, reckless utterance of a love that was 
ready to take, risk, suflfer, and imperil all things so 
that only the sweetness of her lips closed once again 
on his, 80 that only the gift of ]ber loveliness were 
yielded to him one hour. 

She rose, and looked him once more in the eyes, 
with a serene, fathomless gaze, in that pity and that 
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reverence which blent strangely and intricately in 
the feeling she bore towaxds tliis man who was at 
once her slave and her defender. 

" No/' she said, slowly ; " it would matter nothing 
to you if you sought me as your mistress ; but — as 
your wife ? You told me once the stainlessness of 
your ñame was the only inheritance that you still 
held from your ancestors." 

He gave a short, sharp sigh as though a knife had 
been plunged into the nerves that his wound had 
laid bare; her words bore but one significance to 
him. Ere she had time to resist, his arms were 
round her; he crushed her against his breast, he 
looked down into her eyes with a terrible longing 
prayer. 

" Answer me ; answer me yes or no, or you will 
kill me ; and forgive me if the question is an out- 
rage — ^you madden me till I must ask it. Is there any 
shame in your past that forbids you to hold and keep 
my honour ? *' 

The last words sunk so low that they scarcely 
stirred the silence as they stole to her ; for the 
moment she was sUent ; she longed for his sake to 
sever him from all communion with her, she desired 
for his sake to bid him leave for ever one who must 
wlthhold from him all he had the just right to seek 
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in the records of her past ; she hesitated ene instant 
whether she should not render herself up to his 
utmost abhorrence, that by this means, since nene 
otlier could avail, he would be parted from her fate 
for evermore. Almost she chose the sacrifice ; she 
had strength far passing that of women, and she had 
the generous self-abandonment of a nature which 
scomed self-pity, and — once bending to love — loved 
nobly. She was silent ; then as she looked up and 
saw the gaze whereydth he watched that silence 
which wrote on her a condemnation deadlier to him 
than words could ever have uttered, her courage 
forsook her, she had no forcé to yield herself up to 
his hatred and his loathing ; to let him believe this 
of her was to let him be made desoíate by a lie, and 
all the regal temper of her race aróse and refused 
to bear falsely the yoke of shame even to save 
him, even to do towards him what she deemed her 
duty and his defence. She lifted her head, and 
looked him once again fuUy in the eyes, calmly, 
unflinchingly, though a flush of warmth carne over 
her face. 

"Nothing — ^in yov/r sense. But in mine mucih." 
" Thank God ! — ^thank God 1 Against the world, 
against all destiny, ay, even against yourself, you 
SHALL be mine \ " 
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He had never heaxd the last words ; tbe first 
sufficed to make the wild joy'course like fire through 
his veins, to light the future with the glory of un- 
utterable gladness, to give her to him then and for 
ever ; his own, let all the earth stand against them, 
or let her own wül forbid him her beauty and her 
tendemess as she would. The one agonised dread 
that had stifled him as with a hand of ice through 
the last moments was gone ; he feared no other 
thing — ^not even death, since if that smote her it 
should stríke him with the same blow. 

He would not reléase her from his embrace ; he 
held her there, with the loosened trail of her hair 
floating over his chest and his ceaseless kisses on her 
lips ; he forgot that every hour of their lives might 
be numbered, that they had just broken from a 
prison that might yawn afresh for them, and endose 
them beyond hope ere even another day had passed ; 
that he knew no more of her past now than he had 
known when first her hand had held the curled leaf 
filled with water to his parching lips in the Car- 
;pathian woods; he heeded nothing, remembered 
no'thing^ asked nothing, since her eyes had told him 
more surely yet than her words that no shame 
rested on her to divorce her in the solé sense in 
which he would accept shame to have the power to 
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part them. It was neither the world's calumnious 
breath^ ñor the slander of rivalled lovers, that could 
Lave teiTors for the man who had pierced his way to 
her through dungeon walls, and tom off her the 
leopard fangs of Giulio Villaflor, and fought his 
passage with her through levelled weapons, and the 
storm of blows, and the battle of the hot Italian 
night. It was not for libel or for lie that he would 
surrender her — ^he who had thrown his manhood and 
his life on one reckless venturo to secure her free- 
dom, on one uncounted stake to touch her hand 
again. 

While he had believed that he was no more to her 
than the hound beside them — nay, scarce so much— 
he had been content to hold his silence, to save her 
without thought of recompense, to obey her im- 
pKcitly, and to hold her as high above him as the 
moming stars that, through the dawn, shone in the 
blue heights above the forest. But now that once he 
knew she loved him, it would have been easier to 
shake off a lion firom his desert foe, when once the 
desert rage was at its height, than to forcé him to 
yield up the claim that her love gave him to Idalia. 

** I knew it — I knew it ! " he murmured, as he 
stooped his head over her, and wondered even yet 
whether this were aught but the sweet vain mockery 
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of some mandragora-given dream. " Dishonour with 
you ! — ^it were impossible. Ah God ! why will you 
belie yourself with sucli self-condemnation ? — ^you 
who are noblest among women — ^who chose death 
rather than that villain's touch ? " 

''Hush! that was nothing. I should have been 
false indeed to all the traditions of my race if I had 
had fear of that moment's pang which the Fagan 
world held the signal of reléase — ^which Christians 
alone have raised into a gígantic nameless terror. 
But" — she drew herself from his arms as she spoke^ 
and stood with the dignity that had awed even the 
ruthless Freíate, blent with an infinitely gentler sad- 
ness than had ever been upon her — " do not cheat 
yourself with thinking that I have no errprs on me. 
I have grave ones, dark ones. In your sense, it is 
true, there is nothing to part ns ; but in my own 
conscience there is much to make me unfit for ever 
for such love as you bestow. See ! I tell you that 
those men died at Antina through my work ; I tell 
you that many more Uves than theirs have been lost, 
sent to their graves by me ; I tell you that I have 
made all men who fell beneath my sway serve me 
for one end, not a mean one, indeed, but one to 
which I 8acri£ced everything and eveiy one ruth- 
lessly, and did more ruin than you ever dream, or I 
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could ever measure. I tell you that the chief of my 
history must remain hidden from you — ^for a while, 
at least ; perhaps for ever ; and tbat if yoa had lived 
less in yoTir wandering freedom and more in the 
intrigue of cities, you would have heard every evil, 
every danger, every unsparing sorcery, and every 
pitiless unscrupulousness attríbuted to my ñame, and 
—for the most part— rightly. Now, knowing this 
for the mere outline of a deadly truth, you can 
scarce cali me 'noblest among women/ and you 
wiU be mad if into my hands you yield your 
futuro. Believe me, and fly from me while you 
may." 

She stretched her hands out to him with a gesture 
of farewell, that had in it an exceeding tendemess ! 
she loved him well enough to do for him what she 
had done for no other — save him from his own pas- 
sions, spare him from herself. 

He took her hands in his, and laid his lips on 
them in one long kiss ; then lifted his head and 
raísed his eyes to her with a regard in which a 
feeling, far deeper than the mere voluptuous fervour 
of the senses, blent with a loyalty grave and cahn as 
that of one who pledges his . life, not lightly, but 
witting what he does — ^looked at her softly and 
thonghtftilly. 
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" That is idle ; I will never lea ve you now while 
there is breath in me. It may be that you have that 
•which you repent of ; few women have such sorcery 
as yours, and use it whoUy blamelessly ; but what 
I tnist is, not your past but your nature, and 
what I ask is, not your secret but your love. It is 
too late to speak of our ever parting ; I will make 
you mine in the t>eeth of all, even of your own will> 
now that once you have let me know that your 
heart is with me. And— do you not think that I 
have tendemess enough in me to pardon much, if 
there be ought to pardon ? Do you not think that 
I have justice enough to hold you in higher honour 
for your noble truth than I could ever hold the palé, 
poor, feckless virtue that should have no stain be- 
cause it had no glory, and had never fallen in any 
path because it followed coldly the straight one of 
self-interest ? Idalia ! — I can bring nothing worthy 
you, save a straight stroke to free you and a whole 
strength to love you ; but since you have no scom 
for those, take my futuro now and for ever — I trust 
you as no man ever trusted woman." 

He spoke from his inmost soul — spoke with that 
yivid simple eloquence which carne to him in 
moments of intense feeling ; Und it stirred her heart 
as none had ever stirred it ; no qualities could have 
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won the reverence of her wayward, dominant, and 
world-wom nature, as it was won by his chivalroua 
dignity of faíth^ his absoluto refusal of the ignoble 
soil of suspicion. It broke down her forcé; it 
moved her to a sudden sweetness and warmth of 
utterance that he had not heard since that moment 
when she had stooped and touched his lips with her 
caress. 

"Ah, my love, my love!" she murmured ; "it 
is not that I will never forsake you ; I will 
never betray you ! It is that my past, that my 
present— — But, since you will it so, be it so. I 
will break my chains for you, and lay down my evil 
sway for ever. Cali me your wife if you will ; no 
wife shall daré for any, what I will daré for your 
sake." 



CHAPTER IIL 

'' BT PRIDE ANGELS HAVE FALLEN ERE THY TIME." 

When the moming rose higher, and its light 
shone full on both their faces, his was warm, bril- 
liant, eager with incredulons delight ; hers was 
grave, weary, very colourless. To him a very Edén 
opened ; on her a thousand memories weighed. 
The one saw but the future ; the other was pursued 
with the past. He knew that he had gained the 
only life that made his worth the living ; she knew 
that she had drawn in with her own the only one 
that she had ever cared to save. 

"Ahí I bring you ahready only ill," she mur- 
mured, as the rays of the risen day, half shadowed 
still beneath the oak leafage, recalled to them that 
they were fugitives — fugitives from pursuers never 
yet known to spare. "You are wounded — you 
suffer now ? " 

He looked at her with the smile whose sweetness 
had more tenderness than Ues ii. any words. 
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" If I do, I have no knowledge of it A bruise ! — 
a hatchetHstroke ! Do you think I could remember 
those ? " 

*' I do, at least. They were enough to stretch you 
as one dead but very lately ** 

** A passing faíntness, notbing more. Believe me, 
a ihousand wounds like these would never harm me. 
I have been half a soldier all my days." 

" So have L" 

And as she spoke she rent off some of the delicate 
white laces of her masque dress, and steeped tkem 
in the little spring that bubbled under the oak stems 
tiU they were cool and soft as lint, and tore asunder 
a broad strip of the scarlet silk of her Venetian 
domino and laid the wet laces on it. 

" Stoop down," she said to him — a singular soft- 
ness, 80 gentle that in itself it was a caress, had come 
upon her. 

He stooped to her as she bade him, but his hands 
drew the gold-broidered ribbons away. 

" Not so. Fou shall not serve me." 

"Why not? You have eamed your right to 
service, if man ever eamed it." 

The breath of her lips was on his brow, her eyes 
looked into his with the dew of unshed tears glisten- 
ing heavily in them, her hands touched him, making 
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the pulses of bis heart throb faster and the current 
of the blood glow in his veins, while, with a gentle- 
ness tbat secmed to him balm enouofb to heal mortal 
wounds themselves, sha wound the silken bands over 
the gash tbat the blunted axe had hacked, and the 
widtb of his chest tbat the rain of blows had covered 
with livid marks like the marks wbere a scourge has 
fallen. 

"God grant tbat tbese be the last tbings you 
suflfer tbrougb me." 

The words escaped ber almost unconsciously, while 
for the first time since ber eyes had gazed in their 
set anguisb on the dead men lying round ber in the 
banqueting-ball of Antina, the tears gathered in 
tbem like the gathering drops of a storm, and fell 
one by one slowly on bis bair and on bis breast. 
She had made many endure danger and wretched- 
ness, risk and despair, witbout pity ; it was but fit- 
ting retribution tbat she had no power to ward 
tbem off from the only life for wbicb she had ever 
cared. 

He beld ber bands cióse against bis beart. 

" I can never suflfer tiow ! " 

It seemed so to him. Keeping tbis, ber love, be 
tbougbt tbat no vicissitude or bittemess of life could 
bave an bour's power to move bim ; tbat no fate 
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could approach bim which bad any sbadow on it ; 
that nothing men or fortuDe could deal unto him 
could ever move bim to an instant's pang. He did 
not dream tbat tbere are gíñs, breatblessly, bum- 
ingly coveted, wbich are more dísastrous reacbed 
iban lost. like Faustus, be wotdd bave said to tbe 
íuture and its hie, " take 

My boqI for erer to inherit, 
To foffer piminhinent and pine. 
So this woman maj be mine 1 " 

And bis noble reckless, senseless belief in ber bad 
alike tbe gublimity and tbe blindness wbicb lie at 
tbe core of every cbivalrous idealism; blent, too, 
wítb flometbing grander and sometbing loftier still — 
a love tbat cleaved to ber tbrougb all and in tbe 
teetb of all — a love tbat could fínd ber buman and 
darkened by buman stains, yet never lose its fídelity, 
but reacb bigb, even bigb as pardon, if need tbere 
were of any pardon's tendemess. 

Tbe day was waking ; tbe sun bad risen ; even 
bere, tbrougb tbe darkness of tbe oak boughs, tbe 
radiance was coming. He started to bis feet, made 
as strong to save ber now, as tbougb tbe forcé of a 
score of lives was poured into bis own ; of pain, of 
weakness, of tbe acbing fever tbat tbrilled tbrougb 
bis bruised limbs, be knew notbing. He seenied to 

TOt. III. F 
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have the strength of Titans, to have lost every senie 
of existence save those of its deep delighti its wild 
joys, its dreacay ecgrtaay. • • 

"My love, my love, forgive me/' be murmured. 
•' In the heaven you have brought me I forgot your 
danger." 

"Was it not best forgot?" she asked, with that 
carelessness and that sadness which mingled intri- 
cately in her natura. " In a race for life and death, 
few would pause to speak as we have done ; but it 
Í8 the surest wisdom to defy fate while we can/* 

'' Fate ? There is no fate, save such as a strong 
hand carves^ or a weak hand spoils^ in Li£e." 

" Nay, am I not yours ? " 

She stooped to him with her oíd half-mocking 
sorcery, her loosened hair brushing bis breast, her 
rich lips near bis own, her eyes, deep with thought, 
humid with tears, yet luminous with that victorious 
challenge which was without pity, and which had so 
often defíed men to have strength or power to deny 
her as their destiny. The oíd evil passed over her 
for a moment — the oíd evil of triumph in the un- 
merciful, unsparing knowledge that a human soul was 
hers to do with as she would, as a crown of roses lies 
in a child's wanton hands tq be treasured or trodden 
downiatwill. . . 
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He looked at her with a long wirtftil gase, eamest 
as an unspoken prayor, and once more the darker 
and the more callous tyranny that had for one 
instant retumed on her was softened and banithed 
and dríven back by the puré strength of an undi- 
vidod loyalty, by the undiyided trust of a brave 
man'a heart. 

"You know it," he anawered her. "Why play 
with me in speech when you hold my Ufe in your 
power í " 

The patience and gentleness of the rebuke touched 
her as had never done those florid vows, those órnate 
protestations, such as she had heard so often until 
she was as weariod by them aa oyes that dwell long 
on the dazzling hues of jowols ache with their glitter 
and their profusión. Others had loved her as well 
as he^ even with this depth, thís might, this absoluto 
submission of all existence to hor, yet in him these 
had a dignity and a simplicity that olairaed a rever- 
ence no other had done — theso in him made her 
worthloss of them in her own sight. 

'' Ah, forgive me ! " she said, with that passionato 

contrítion which in a woman thus proud, and of oíd 

thus unyielding as she was, had at once so much of 

poignancy, so much of solf-reproach, '' I wish only 

it were otherwise I I wish only that your fate were 

r 2 
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safely anchored in some puré and peaceful life mine 
could not touch. Why vdll men ever love where 
love is fatal ? " 

He looked at her with eamest thought, grave and 
infinitely tender. 

" Fatal ? What is it that you fear for me ? " 

" All things/' 

''Álll That is to place but little trust in my 
strength to endure or to resist. What is it you 
dread most ? " 

« Myself." 

She gaye him back his look^ intent as his own, 
fathomless^ and fiUed with a pain that was half re- 
jnorse, half prescience. 

His fece grew yeiy palé. 

" You mean — ^you will desert me í *' 

''No. Not that." 

She spoke slowly, as if each word were a pang, 
then leaned towards him once more with the light of 
the risen day fuU on her face, and the splendour of 
her eyes troubled beyond grief. 

" No. I never broke a trust ; and yours is the 
noblest ever placed in me. But — cleaving to me — 
you will have bitter triáis for your faith ; you will have, 
most likely^ cruel suffering that I shall be powerless 
to spare you ; you will lose me^ perhaps, by captivity, 
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by shot, or by steel : you will pay for me, it may be, 
if ever I be yours, no less price yourself than death. 
Now do you not know why, though it rent my heart 
in twain, I would surrender you up, and never look 
upon your face again, my love — my love! — ^would 
you but take my waming?** 

The first words had been almost cold from their 
enforced control ; with the last a yeaming, aching 
desire trembled in her voice, which would have told 
him, had no other moment told him, that what she 
felt for him was not pity nor gratitude, but passion 
itself^ He heard in silence to the end, as one who 
has his own resolve set immutably, and listens to 
the utterance of counsel that has no more likelihood 
to make him swerve from it than the beating of the 
winds to move the rocks that they pass over. Not 
that he heard her lightly, or believed that undue 
fear made her count the peril for him with needless 
exaggeration ; he knew this was not in her nature, 
but he was whoUy careless of what price might be 
exacted from him for allegiance to her, and he was 
as firm to cleave it, whatever that price might be, as 
a soldier to cleave to his standard while there is sight 
enough left in his dying eyes to watch one gleam of 
the silken folds above his head that shall never droop 
through him till men have killed, not conquered. 
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him. Then, holding her hands against bis h^axt^ be 
looked down on her with that graver and more 
chastened tendemess which^ mingled with the vivid 
ardour of his love, bom fram the darkness of 
danger that waa stiU around them, and &om the 
defence that tbrough it she, so brilliant^ so fear^ 
less, and so negligente had come to need &om his 
strength and from his fealty. In her intellect, in 
her ambitions, in her carelessness and her mag- 
níficence, he was content that she should reign 
far beyond him, content to know that she reached 
many reabns which he had barely dreamed of > but 
in her necessit y, in her peril, in her desolation, he 
took up his title as a man to guard her, his right as 
a man to shield her, and to save her, if it should 
need be, even from herself. 

" We will speak no more of that ; onr fates, what- 
ever they be, will be the same," he answered her. 
" It may be that I shall suffer tbrough you, as you 
say ; if so, it will be without complaint while I can 
still be dear to you. If death oome-^well ; it had 
little terror for us last night — ^it will have none for 
me, if it. be only merciful enough to spare me life 
without you. As for foitii — ^believe enough in me to 
know that no trial will exhaust it If silence be 
bound on you, I will wait till you can break it with 
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bonour. I have no fear of what it guards from me. 
Love were of little worth that could not yield so 
slight a thing as trust" 

'^A islight thing? It is a greater gift than the 
gift of crowns or kingdoms-*nd stiU more rare." 

She had heard him, moved deeply by the brave 
simplicity of the generous words; her face was very 
palé, her head bowed; in her own sight she was 
imworthy of this sublime unquestiotdng belief, and 
the knowledge entered like iron into her souL 

"Is it?" he answeréd her. "Then all lové is a 
lie. However that be, take it as my gift to you, 
then ; I have nothing else in the "«^orld to bring." 

^e looked at him with that long, grave, weary 
look of which he could not wholly read the 
meaning. . 

" You could bring me none I could prize more» or 
— Hsould deserve less.** 

t "Thatoonnot be. If you did not merit it, you 
would sed no treasure in it. It is not those who 
valué trust that betray it." 

" Betray it I No ; I never betrayed yet." 

Her'fáoe irore for a moment the feariisss look 
of royal courage and strength that had ever been 
most natural to it ; then, swiftly, it changed, and 
a darkness fell over it — ^the darkness of remorse. 
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"Tbat is not true/* she said, bitterly. "B^trayal 
-^in men's sense of betrayal of comrade to comrade, 
of friend to friend, of honour to honour — ^never yet 
did touch me. But I betrayed as women mostly do 
— ^all those who loved me." 

He watched ber wistfully, but silently ; bis beart 
acbed tbat tbere sbould be tbis sbadow of um:evealed 
remorse between tbem ; bis knowledge of ber told 
bim tbat Idalia was not a woman to let sligbt 
regrets weigb on ber, or sligbt errors stir ber con- 
science into pain ; be knew tbat among tbe wild- 
olive crown of ber genius and ber power some 
poisoned leaf of tbe belladonna must be wound, 
brilliant but life-destroying. It was acute sufifer- 
ing to bim ; sbe was to bim as luminous, glorious, 
divine, and far above bim as tbe sun itself ; tbat 
across tbis sun of bis life tbere sbould lie tbese 
black and marring sbadows, gave bim pain deep 
afi bis love. But loyalty was witb bim before all ; 
and beyond tbe reckless resolve of a blind pas- 
sion, tbat would possess wbat it adored, tbougb tbe 
possession sbould be accursed, tbere was tbe noble 
fealty be bad swom to ber — ^tbe brave, patient, 
cbivalrous trust wbicb left unasked wbatever sbe 
wisbed untold, and was contented to believe and 
wait. 
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He stooped to her, tenderly passing over her latest 
vords. 

" Weary yourself no more with the past," he said, 
gently ; a gentleness that was sweet to her, like the 
lulling murmur of cabn waters after the blaze and 
riot of the voluptuous colour of tropic forests. " We 
have to thmk of the present and the futuro. Every 
moment is precious ; I have been too forgetful of 
your safety. You know better than I where your 
enemies lie, and how best they may be baflSied» 
There is one who will not spare " 

" There are himdreds who will not^ The land is 
as a net for me." 

" Then we must leave it " 

*'Is it 80 easy to leave such cióse- woven meshes ? '* 

" Easy, no. Possible, yes." 

«And how?" 

"That we will speak of later; for the present 
moment you must have food and rest. There will 
surely be some charcoal-bumer's or contadina's hut 
here somewhere ; there is nothing hardly to fear 
from the peasantry in the forests or open country» 
and we must wait till nightfall for further flight. 

Stay an instant while I look around us " 

. ** But you are not fit for any exertion ! Your 
wound, your íáintness ** 
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He smiled on her ; and the light of the smile had 
a strange, sad beauty, that touched her with a pang, 
keen in pain and jet not without its sweetness. 

"Those were nothing. Such as they were, you 
cured them. I think I bave the sIMngth of lions 
now." 

He left her, and, going up where the earth rose 
precipitously, looked down the great dim aisles of 
forest that stretched away on every side, with the 
íar unerring sight of a man who had known what it 
was to go through the heart of Persia ifith his life 
hanging on the sureness of his eye and aim/ and who 
had ridden over the grass seas of México and steered 
down the lonely windings of the AmiBOons, when with 
every moment a spear thrown fspm behind him, or 
an arrow launched from the dense screen of foliage, 
might have ended his years there and ^then for ever. 
He stood xnotionless some instants, not a sign of bird, 
or beast, or vegetable life in the woodlands round 
escaping' him ; he had leamed all such forest lore of 
Indians *and Guachos, and he had a traveller's swifb 
sweep of visión, with a soldier's rapid tactic and de* 
cisión ; the bordes were grazing quietíiy near, too 
tired to stray, «and watched; moreover, by Sulla, who 
had, unbiddeü, taken their guardianship. In a few 
moments longer he retumed to her. 
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" There is some one living a score yards onward, or 
I am much mistaken. Wait here while I reconnoitre, 
and if you need me, fire ; I will be with you at ihe 
first echo of the shot/' 

He loaded the pistol that had fallen on the grass 
by her, and put it back into her hand, then thrust 
the boughs aside, and made his way to where, at 
some slight distance, the hut of some woodland 
dweiler stood ; a faint low flicker of smoke, curling 
among the thickness of the leaves, had told him 
T^htly there was some human habitation, and 
though it was but a poor cabin, rudely built of loóse 
stones and woven branches, it was more welcome tohim 
than a palace wotdd have been. He knew the Italian 
pecóle as well as he knew the Border peasantry at 
home, and knew that they were gentle, kindly, and 
generous in the main. The hut stood in a very wilder- 
ness of beauty, wild vine, and the sweet fig beloved 
of HonMie, gigantic pines, and the wood^trawberry 
that nestled in the grass, in their profuso and vivid 
contrast, making a paradise around it, while in its 
rear the high slope of pine-oovered hills rose dark 
and massive, with falling waters tumbling down their 
steep incline into a broad still pool beneath, that was 
never stirred unless by the jdunge of some diving 
water-bird. A young female child, with a rich Guido 
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face and the step of a princess in her rags, was the 
only living thing found there ; she answered him 
readüy, balancing her water-jar as Bhe carne from 
the torrent like some Pompeian Naiad ; her father 
had gone to his work at dawn ; he was a charcoal- 
burner, and he would not retum till evening ; the 
stranger was welcome to shelter; and food — ^well, 
there was no food except some millet-cakes, and a 
bit of dried fish from the fresh water ; he could have 
that, if he wanted. Any one near í Oh no, there 
was no one for ten miles or more round, except one 
or two huts like hers. She was a picturesque, hánd- 
some little forester, bare-legged and scarce clothed, 
yet with a wild freedom of movement, and a certain 
pensive grace thoroughly national ; very like the 
beautiful moumful models, Campagna-bom, of Rome, 
who look like living poems, and who have but one 
thought — baiocchi. 

" It is a miserable place for you, yet it will give us 
some sort of harbour," he said, as he brought Idalia 
to the woodland cabin. 

She looked across a moment at the luxuriance of 
vine and blossom, and backward at the black pine- 
mass, through which the falling waters glanced like 
light, and smiled half wistfully as she looked. 

" I think it is a paradise ! To forget the world 
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amídst Buch loveliness as this — ^what do you say? 
Would it be wise ? And yet — ^power is a dangerous 
thing ; once having dnink of it, one bas lost taste for 
every purer flavour. You do not know what that is? 
Ton do not know what ambition is, then ? I can 
tell you ; it is satiety with desire." 

''Abitterthing?" 

"Yes. But not so bitter that it is not sweeter 
iban all sweetness — only the sweetness so soon goes, 
and the dregs are so soon all we hold ! ** 

He did not answer ; bis beart ached that be was 
not able to bring dominión to this woman, wbo was 
flo bom for it ; that he had no diadem sucb as that 
'of ber foregone Byzantine sires to crown ber with ; 
that be had notbing wherewitb to achieve greatness 
— ^notbing wherewitb to content that desire, half 
disdainful yet undying, which was in ber for the 
sceptre and the sword, for all tbey ruled and all they 
gained. 

He lefb ber in the inner chamber of the but, that 
was roughly partitioned in two by a wall of stakes 
and woven rusbes, and brought the horses, under the 
shelter of a great cedar that shut out every ray of 
tbe sun ; he could use bis lefb arm but little, owing 
to tbe sboulder-wound, but be loosened tbeir girths, 
watered them, gave tbem a feed of rye from some 
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com that the cotters kept for bread, then bathed, and 
shook bis barcarolo dress into tbe best order that it 
would assume, and thought what food in this wild 
waste he could énd for her. That he was an- 
hnngered and athirst himself, that there was fever 
on him still from bis injuries, and that, despite the 
plunge into the wateres refreshing coidness, bis 
bruised firame ached and bis breath was hard to 
draw, he scarcely felt ; Idalia was bis only memory. 
For her, be could have not alone the lion's strengtb 
that he had said, but a woman's gentleness, an 
Indian's patience, an Arab's keenness ; and notbing 
was too slight for him to beed, as nothing too great 
for him to brave, that could be offered in her service 
and her cause. That he had had no sleep, no rest, 
no food, weighed nothing with him ; in the beat of 
tbe early day he sought with unwearying diUgence 
for such tbings as he thought could tempt her. Wild 
strawberries on their own mosses ; beccaficos that 
baunted the place, and that he slew with a sling 
and baked in clay ; dainly fish that he speared with 
the knife from bis sash, wading waist-deep in the 
pool — ^these were all the woods would yield him. 
But love for her had made him an artist and a poet ; 
be served them in such graceful fashion, covering 
tbe rude table of the cabin with a clotb of greenest 
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moHB, and screening the coaxse-hewn wooden trenchers 
"with vine4eaves and flowers^ that it was rather like 
such a forest banquet as Theocritus.or Ben Jonson 
loved to cast in verse, than like the meal, in a 
"iTretched refuge, of fugitives for whom eveiy momeut 
might bring tiie worst terrors of captivity and death. 

When it was done — ^that travail of willing, tender 
service — ^he conld have swept it down again with 
a stroke of bis hand. 

" I am a fool," be tbougbt, witb a smile tbat had 
a sigb in it " A cbild migbt tbank me for tbose 
trines ; but sbe— wild strawberry-leaves for one who 
wants tbe laiurels of fame, tbe gdd foliage of a 
diadem I " 

Yet be stooped down again, and changed tbe 
gamiture a little, so tbat tbe snow-wbite arums 
migbt lie nearer tbe scarlet of tbe £ruit He bad a 
paínter's beart, and instinct told bim tbat beauty in 
tbe lowliest tbings bas ever a sweet psalm of con- 
solation in it ; be loved, and bis love unconsciously 
told bim tbat a coil of forest flowers is a better 
utterance of it tban all tbe gold of Opbir. 

It was not wasted on ber, tbis wbicb be deemed so 
idle a trífle tbat sbe would not even note it. As ber 
glance fell on tbe woodland treasures tbat tbe bands, 
wbicb a few bours before, bad been clencbed in a 
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mortal gripe at her foe's throat, had gathered to 
cover the poverty of their refuge, Idalia's eyes filled 
with soft sudden líght aod gratitude — eyes that had 
80 often looked down witli cold, amused, careless scom 
on those who wooed her with every courtly subtlety, 
with every potent magnificence of bribe. 

'* What depths of exhaustless tendemess there are 
in his heart ! " she thought. " I might gaze there 
for ever and find no base thing ! O if he could 
say that of mine ! " 

The day went on its way deepening to the full 
heat of noon, cloudless, sultry, lustrous, as such days 
of summer-length in southem lands alone can be ; 
to him it was like one long unbroken dream, divine, 
Yoluptuous, intense as the radiance around them. 
They were safe here in the heart of the untrodden 
forest — safe, until with the fall of night their flight 
could be resumed. Within, the darkness of the hut, 
the moss and foliage he had strewn everywhere made 
conches yielding as velvet, and filled the air with 
their fresh fragrance, with the gleam of the white 
flowers flashing in the gloom ; without, stretched the 
vivid light and endless growth of the woodland, 
the glow of colour, the foam of water, the play of 
8un-rays upon a thousand hills, and, above all, the 
deep blue of an Italian sky. Beyond, under the 
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great cedar, the horses browsed and rested^ mth 
broad shadows flung upon them cool and dark ; all 
the fantastic foliage ran riot like a forest of the 
tropics ; here and there an oríole flashed. like gold in 
the sun ; here and there the rich green of a lizard 
gianced among the grasses; all else was stül and 
motionless, steeped in the sensuous luU of southem 
heat 

In such a day, in such a scene, danger and painí 
were forgot, as though they had no place on earth ; 
they were alone ; the young peasant-child went hill- 
wards afber her single goat ; there was not a sound 
or a sign of other life than theirs, and the oblivion of 
passion was upon them both ; they ceased to re- 
member that they were fugitives — ^they only knew' 
that they were together. 

They spoke very rarely ; she let the past, with all 
its mystery and all its bittemess, drift away for- 
gotten. To the fiíture neither looked ; it might lead 
to the dungeon or the sca£fold. They Uved in the 
present hour alone, as those who love do ever live, 
in the first abandonment and usurpation of their 
passion. 

Once she looked down at him where he lay at her 
feet, and passed her h&nd among his hair. 

" Does the earth hold ánother man capable of such 
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sublime folly as yours ? You give me your life ; yet 
never ask me once of mine." 

" What marvel in that 7 You have said, you wish 
silence on it." 

"And how many would heed such a wish V 

"I know not how many would But it is law 
to me." 

" Ah ! you are rash as Tannhauser. I told you so 
long ago.'' 

'' Ajid I said then as now, Tannhauser was a cur. 
She was his; knowiug that, what wanted he ? If he 
had had faith aright^ and love enough, he would 
have wrested her out £rom the powers of darkness. 
He would not have yielded her up — ^not even to her- 
sel£ Evil is black in us all ; love, that is love in my 
reading, does not surrender us to it, or for it." 

The deep glow of his eyes gazed into hers, 
speaking a thousand-fold more than his words. He 
knew that the chains of some remorse bound her; 

m 

to fear this for himself never dawned on the careless 
courage of that which she had well termed his 
" sublime folly," but to free her from its dominión 
was a resolve with him not less resolute than had 
been his resolve to deUver her beauty from her 
captor's fetters. 
Her face was softened to a marv^llous richness, 
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sadness, and pathos as he looked up át her — ^the 
gloom of ihe lów-shelving roof ahoye and behind 
them, the ligM of the day falling on her and about 
her, thix»ugh the hanging leaves, ñ^m ihe boming 
sun withóut. 

" You like better the passion of thé ' Qott imd die 
Bajadere ' poem ? Well, so do I. It is liobler far. 
The god had faiih in her, and, beca/use he believed 
in her, saved her. Brave natures, defying scom, 
may grow to merit scom ; but no brave nature ever 
yet was steeléd and false to trust." 

" Añd yours is brave to thé dea;th ; whereforé, till 
death, I truist it." 

EQs words were low, and sweet, and earñest 
grave with that depth of meaning and óf feeling 
which made reverence, not less than pity, move her 
towards the only man who had ever stirred her 
either to compassion or to^veneration, and which gave 
grandeur, forcé, and nobility to the love which, 
withont it, might have been but a madness of the 
heart, and a desire of the senses. 

" False women vow, as well as true — ^I vow you 
nothing," she mürmured to him; "but — ^I thank 
you beyond all words." 

She did so thank him from her soul; she to 
whom this faith w'as preciou9 as no othér thing 
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could have been, since she knew at once that she 
had forfeited all title to daim, all likelihood to gain 
it, yet knew that very often calumny had wronged 
and envy staíned her with many a charge of which 
she had been as guiltless as the white arums that. 
lay unsullied at her feet. That strong, imdoubting, 
imperishable trust was the one jewel of life that she 
had of her own will renounced her title to, yet which 
she could valué 88 no other, perhaps, who had not 
lost it, ever could have done so welL 

"Listen," she said, stooping over him where he 
was stretched on the foliage at her feet, while her 
hand strayed still with a caress among his hair and 
over his lips. " So much of my Ufe as I can tell you 
I will — ^it is not a thousandth part, still it may make 
some things clearer to you. I am of Oreek birth, 
as you know ; and I doubt if there be in the world 
a descent that can claim greater ñames than mine. 
My race — ^nay, both races that were blent in me — 
stretched far back into the earliest Athenian times 
on one hand, and to the records of Byzantium on 
the other. A myth moreover blends in me Halicar- 
nassian descent írom Artemisia ; — ^that is doubtless 
legend. But I was the last to represent the puré 
Oreek stock, and it was the one of which I was the 
prouder, though it had fallen into evil fortunes and 
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much poverty. Of the Byzantine, there was but 
one besides myself, the brother of my dead mother, 
a strange man ; a rich, wayward, luxuríous recluso ; 
a feudal prínce, where he held his chieftainship in 
Boumelia ; leading an existence more like an eastem 
story than aught else ; magnificent, voluptuous, bar- 
bañe, solitary, with all the glitter of Oriental pomp 

and all the loneliness of a mountain fief. A terrible 

• 

tragedy that had occurred in his youth — I can tell 
it you some other time — ^begot his love of solitude ; 
his passions and his tastes led him to make that 
solitude. at once a palace and a prison, a harem and 
a fortress. I have little doubt that his life was evil 
enough ; but I did not know it, and he loved me 
with a lavish tendemess that left me fearless of him, 
thpugh he had a great terror for all others. So the 
life I led from my birth to my sixteenth year was 
this: sometimes I passed long months in Greece, 
in a great, desoíate, poverty-stricken palace, with 
vast deserted gardens, in which I wandered looking 
at the bright jS^ean, while dreaming of the dead 
glories of my people, with an Armenian monk, oíd, 
and stem, and leamed, for my only guide, who taught 
me all I would — more, perhaps, of abstruse lore, 
and strange scenes, and deep knowledge than was 
well for me while so young. Ere I had seen the 
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world I was steeped in it, from the telling of Koman 
cynics, and Athenian sages, and Fersian magí^ and 
Byzantine wita I beUeved with all the credulous 
innocence of my own childhood, and I disbelieved 
with all ¿he scomful scepticism of my dead masters. 
I had stndied more deeply while I was yet a child 
than many men do in their whole lifetime. From 
ihat lonely meditativo life in Greece I was often 
changed, as by magic, to the unbridled luxury and 
indulgence of the Koumelian castle. Slaves fore- 
stalled my every wish; splendour, the most ener- 
vating that could be dreamt of, surroiii\ded me 
within, while the grandest natural beauty was 
everywhere without ; if vice there were, I never 
saw it, but the most gorgeous pleasnres amused me, 
and my bidding was done like the commands of an 
empress, for I was the adopted heir of the great 
Julián, Count VassaJis. Now can you not imagine 
how two such phases of life, altemating in their 
broadest and most dangerous contrasts from my 
earUest memory upward, made me fatal indeed to 
others, but to none so fatal as to myself 1 " 

She laid her hands on his lips to arrest the words 
he would have spoken, and passed on in her 
narrative. 

"No. No deniai God grant I be uot fatal at 
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the last to you. Well^ it was these twó dissimilar 
Uves that made me what I am. I was happy then 
in both; happy, dreaming in poverty in Greece; 
liappy, dreaming in magnificence in Roumelia; 
ambitious already, ambitious as any Csesar in both. 
In Athens I had the poetry and the purity of glory 
in me ; in Turkey its power and its pomp allured me. 
Both, combined with the knowledge of my past 
heritage in HeUenic fame, and of my futuro heritage 
in the Vassaüs dominión, gave me the pride of an 
emperor and the visión of an empire wide as the 
world. Ah Heaven 1 yet the dreams were puré, 
too — ^purer and loftier than anything that life can 
realise. For I did not dream for myself alone. I 
dreamed of peoples liberated, of dynasties bound 
together by love of the common good, of the Free 
Bepublics revived by my hand, and shedding light 
in all dai'k places where creeds reigned and super- 
stitions crouched, of misery banished, of age revered, 
of every slavery of custom broken, of every nobler 
instinct followed, of men made brethren, and not 
beasts of prey who hunt down and devour the 
yoimg, the weak, the guiltlesa Ah Heaven ! what 
dreams they were." 

Her head sunk, her eyes were fixed on the flood 
of light without, her thoughts were far from him, 
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far beyond him, in that moment, as the thoughts of 
genius ever are far from those who love the thinker 
best, and are best loved in answer. 

They were with the dreams of her youth ;. such 
¿reams as lighted the youth of Yergniaud and found 
their fruition on the scaffold. 

" Well," he asked gently, " with you they never 
perished?" 

"No, not utterly. But they were tainted, how 
deeply tainted! So, thus I lived, a fairy story 
and a pageantry fiUing one half my years, monastic 
reclusión and heroic memories holding the rest. As 
I grew older, Julián Vassalis often spoke with me 
of many things ; he was a bold, magnificent, kingly, 
reckless man, a chief who answered to none, a 
voluptuary who laughed at the world he had quitted, 
a genius who might have ruled widely and wisely 
with a Sulla's iron hand, a Sulla's cai*eless laughter. 
He found me like him, and he made me yet more 
like. It might be— -but it is not for my lips to 
blame him: he loved me well in Ufe, and strove, 
so far as prescience could, to guard me when his 
life ended. That was in my sixteenth year. He 
bequeathed me all his vast properties, with the fief 
in Roumelia and other estates, requiring only that 
I took his ñame, and, wherever I wedded, never 
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changed it. It is through him that I became one 
of the richest women in Europe ; much is gone, but 
great weaJth still remains with me. Can you not 
fancy .what I was nine years ago, with the world 
before me, untried, unknown, with passion tin- 
touched, with ambition still but in its sweet vague 
ideáis, with innocence as soilless as those lilies, and 
oourage fearless as the courage of the young eagles ? 
Can you marvel that I believed I should have the 
«overeignty of Semiramis ? Can you not understand 
how easily I credited those who for their own ends 
deluded me to the belief ?" 

Her face darkened as she spoke, and her voice 
sank with a thrill of hate in it. He caught it, and 
his own voice took her tone. 

" Tell me who they were. If they be living " 

The menace recalled her from the past to the 
present. 

" No. That is one of many things I cannot tell 
you yet, if ever. From no love of mystery — I abhor 
it — ^but from a brutal inexorable necessity, as little 
to be escaped from as the destiny of the ancients. 
We know that there is no such thing as destiny, 
but we make as hard a task-master for ourselves 
out of our own deeds. Of my childhood I can speak 
freely, but from Julián Vassalis' death dates the 
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time that T must iu so much leave a blank to you. 
Those were with me who knew how to touch every 
cliord in my nature, and they used their power ably. 
I was ambitious ; they tempted my ambition. I 
loved, sovereignty ; they pointed to such realms as 
might have dazzled wiser heads than mine when I 
first stood on that giddy eminence of command^ and 
riches^ and splendonr, and was told that I had the 
beauty of a Helen, while I knew that I had the 
courage of men, and felt even stir in me men's 
genius and men's forcé. Do not deem me vain that 
I say this. God knows all vanity is dead in me, if 
I ever had it, and I think that I was at all times 
too proud to be guilty of that foible. And it was 
by higher things than such frailty that they lured 
me. I loved freedom; I loved the peoples; I 
rebelled against the despotism of mediocrities, the 
narrow bonds of priesthoods ; I had the oíd libertíes 
of Greece in my veins, and I had the passionate 
longing for an immortal fame that all youth, which 
has any ideal desires at all, longs for with the 
longing ' of the moth for the star.' Well, through 
these, by these, I fell into the snares of those who 
draped théir own selfish greeds and intígues in the 
colours of the freedom that I adored; who knew 
how to tempt me with the puré laurels of a Uberator, 
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wldle in truth they bound me witli the fetters of a 
dave." 

He did not speak, but looked at her, with his lips 
breathless, with his eyes passionate as ñre, through 
the mist that dimmed them as he heard. Hearing 
no more than this, her life seemed known in its 
every hour to him ; he understood her more nearly, 
more deeply, than any man had ever done ; more 
truly far than those whose genins and whose aspira- 
tíons had far more closely been akin mth hers. 

She looked at him and sighed. 

"Wait. Do not think me blameless because in 
the outset I was wronged. I tell you that I have 
great sins at my score. True, at the time I speak of 
now, I was sinned against, not sinning. I was led 
to ally myself in earliest youth with those whom 
later years have shown me were desperate, insatiate 
imscrupulous^ guilt-stained gamesters, who staked a 
nation's peace to win a gambler's throw, and played 
at patriotism as.keenly and as greedily as men play 
for gold. I was dazzled, intoxicated, beguiled, misled 
at once by all that was best and all that was worst 
in me ; and, too late, I found the truth, found every 
avenue of retreat closed, found myself bound beyond 
escape, found that " 

She paused abruptly, shutting in the words, but 
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the hand that lay in his contracted as though it 
grasped a weapon wherewith to requite a deadly, 
endless wrong. 

" So far I was sinned against/' she went on, with 
effort, as though the memoríes which axose stiñed 
her with poisonous fumes. ''But in all else the evil 
is mine. The sway was guilty that had been put 
into my hands, but I grew to love it as we grow to 
love the opium that we hate at first. All power 
had irresistible fascination for me, and I leamed to 
use mine pitilessly; and I should use it so to- 
morrow to all save you. The political caxeer into 
which I had. been plunged had its sorcery for me; 
I delighted in it even whilst I abhorred it. I soon 
leamt how to play on men s passions until írom 
them I gained what I would. If my Instruments 
were broken under my hands, I never heeded it; 
they had served my end, and the end was great still, 
. though its means were accursed ; the end was still 
the liberties of the nations. The truth did not 
come to me till I had gone too far to draw back, 
too far not to be enamoured of the merciless 
dominión that I found I could command. Wheñ 
I knew it, I grew wholly reckless. I had been 
foully, basely wronged, and all that was dangerous 
in me rose and hardened. I had been stabbed in 
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the dark by hands that were swom to shield me. 
I cared Httíe what I did, nothing for what was said 
of me, after that. I am not justifying myself ; I 
merely show you what fires they were which bumed 
me heartless. I have been associated with eveiy 
movement of the advanced parties of Europe 
through the years that have gone by since I first 
became the Countess Yassalis ; I have been the 
inspirer of more efforts, the guide of more intrigues; 
than I could tell you in a score of hours, even were 
I free to tell you them ; I have held in my time, 
indirectly, more power than many a minister whose 
ñame is among the rulers ; the world does not know 
how it is govemed, and it does not dream how kings 
have dreaded and statesmen sought to bribe me. 
One thing alone I remained true to, heart and soul 
— ^my cause. For the freedom of the peoples, for 
the breaking of their chains, I have laboured with 
all such strength and brain and forcé as nature 
gave me. In that I have been true, and without 
taint of selfish desires. Qod knows that to raise my 
own land among the nations, and to gain Italy for 
the Italians, and to do — were it ever so little — to 
crush the tyrannies of creeds, to bring nearer the 
daylight of fearless and unfettered truth, I would 
let Giulio Villaflor and his creatures kUl me as they 
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would. In that I have been loyal td the c»ore^ büt 
in all else I have beeñ very guilty. I have tempted^ 
blinded, seducéd men into the love that g^ve them 
aa wax ÍBto mj hands. I have roused theirxilarkest 
pasaionsy that of those passions I might inake the 
firebrands or the swórds my purpose needed. I 
have taken their peace and crushed it to powder ; I 
have taken their hearts and broken them without 
a pause of pity; I have sent them out> to the 
slaughter careless how they fell, so that my will 
was done ; I have sent them out to perish, far and 
wide> norih and sonth, east and 'west, and never 
asked the oost of all that gold of human life where- 
with I pláyed my pitíless. gambling. I smiled at 
those for whom I cared no more than for the stones 
of that torrent ; I let them hope I loved them, so 
long as that hope was needed to make them ready 
Instruments to my usmg : I was stirred no inore by 
^ despair than I was for compassion. So long as I 
had my slaves, I heeded nothmg what they suflfered, 
how they were capturad. I only smiled át the fools 
who thought women had no share in the making of 
history, no power to penétrate the arcana of life 
That was all." 

He listened, and a heavy sigh answered her as she 
paused; it was involuntary, unconscious. He had 
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believed in IdaJia, as with a woman's absoluto un- 
questioning belief ; it struck him hardiy, deeply, to 
know by her own tellíng that she had these ruined 
broken Eves, these Cürcean cruelties in her past; 
that the witching splendour of her sorcery had been 
thus steéped in tears of blood, thus bartered for the 
gain of triumph and dominión. No fear for himself 
even now crossed him ; his courage was too bold^ his 
possion too ardent. It was the knowledge that she 
should tnus have stained the beauty and the genius 
of her Ufe, which came on him, not imlooked for, 
since he had ere this known that there were error 
andremorse npon her, yet bitter as the fall of what 
is treasnred and is reverenced mnst ever be, however 
love remain faithful and unshaken to that fall's 
lowest depth. 

"One qnestion only," he said to her, while his 
voice was low and tremulous. *' Through this, was 
there never one whom you loved ? " 

She met his gaze ftdly, thoughtfully, truly he 
could have swom, or never eyes spoke truth. 

"Not one!" 

" Is it possible ? " 

She smiled a Kttle, with her oíd weary irony. 

" Very possible. Poets have written much about 
the love of women; I do not think it a tithe so 
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waim and strong as the love of men. Many women 
are cold sensualists^ many are inordinately vain ; 
sensualism and vanity make up nine-tenths of my 
sex's passions, though sentímentality has so long 
refused to think so." 

"But you must have been surrounded by so 
many — ^by all tbat was most brilliant and most 
seductive ? " 

" Yes ; yet a tinsel brilliancy, for the most part. 
Besides, I did not come into the world ignorant of it, 
as most youth comes. Julián Vassalis, and my own 
tastos, and others who influenced me then, had given 
me the surest shield against the foUies of love in. 
studies deeper far than most women, if they had 
driven away my faith in life too early, with the 
sneers of Persius, with the scourge of Juvenal, with 
their own cynic wit and their own manifold know- 
ledge. Ambition was infínitely more the passion to 
tempt me than love ever was. I luxuriated in the 
sense of my own power, in the exercise of my own 
fatal gifts ; but I scomed from the bottom of my 
heart the men who were fooled by such idle things 
zs a girl's glance, as a woman's smUe. If the gold 
gleam of my hair ensnared them, I could not but 
disdain what was so easily bound; if they were 
spaniels at my word, I knew they had been, or they 
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would be, as weakly slaves of any other who suc- 
ceeded me, and as easily subjugated by a courtesan 
as tbey were by me, when I chose to use the powei", 
I thought very scornfully of love. I saw its baser 
side, and I held it a madness of men by which 
women could revengo a thousand-fold the penalties 
of sex that shut us out from public share in the 
world's govemment. A statesman is great, a woman 
can make him a wittol ; a chíef is mighty, a woman 
can make him a byword of shame and reproach ; a 
soldier has honour fírm as steel, a woman can make 
him break it like a stalk of green flax ; a poet has 
genius to gain him immortality, a woman can make 
him curse the world and its fame for her sake, and 
die like a dog, raving mad for the loss of scarlet lips 
that were false, of eyes divine that were lies. No 
power 1 We ha ve the widest of all ! Well, I but 
knew that better than most, and used it yet more 
unmercifully than most. And I think what gave 
that power tenfold into my hands was that one 
fact — that the weakness of love never for one instan^ 
touched me myself, that the temptations of love 
never tempted me for an instant, that my intellect 
alone dealt with them, and my heart remained ever 
cold." 

" And it has wakened for me ? How is it possible I 

voL. III. n 
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What have I that those had not ? I have nothing 
on earth whereby to be worthy of you — whereby to 
have won you ? " 

Hís Ufe was so sweet with its rapture, his passion 
was so blind with its victory, he scarce remembered 
those who had so vainly suflfered before him. Every 
happiness is selfish, more or less; and his was 
so in that moment She half smiled, and let her 
head droop over him, till her lips touched his 
again: 

" Who can answer for love ? Others have done as 
much for me as you— others have loved me, even as 
well as you ; but '* 

" None had yours ? " 

He asked it eagerly, breathlessly, still ; this was 
all that he doubted in her past — ^that some other life 
had reigned before him in that heart which beat so 
near to his. 

" No 1 A thousand times ' No ! ' if you care for 
the denial. Love was my tool, he was never my 
master." 

She spoke with her oíd imperial dignity of disdain 
for those foUies of feeling and of the senses which 
sway mankind so widely and so idly. Then tbe 
scom faded from her eyes, a weaxiness stole there 
instead; her voice sank, and lost its pride in the 
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contrítion of self-accusing memoríes, of heart-sick 
confession. 

"But do not honour me for that. It made my 
críme^ I think, the deeper. Those senseless women, 
whom I have so often contemned, with all the con- 
tempt that was in me, for tlieir maudlin romance, 
their emotional sentiment, which make them see a 
god in every common-place mortal, and give them 
idols as many as the roses in summer, are, after all, 
perhaps, tnier and better — fools though they be — 
than I. Their emotions, at least, are real, however 
fleeting, vain, and shallow. But- 1 — leave me when 
you know it, if you will, but know it you shall — 
never felt one faintest touch of tendemess for any 
one of those who loved me, yet I was merciless 
enough, sinful enongh, shameful enough, if you will, 
never to let one amongst them know that, until he 
was deep enough in my toils to have no power to 
loóse himself from them. I let them hope, I let 
them believe, I let them think their reward sure 
until such time as they were mine — courage and 
honour and body and soul all mine — to use as I 
would, for the ends and in the cause of my ambitions. 
r let them think I loved them, and then I used their 
minds or their hands, their ñames or their strength, 
whichever I needed to take ; and I never asked once, 

II 2 
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I never once pitied, when I knew that tlieir hearts 
were broken. Go — you must think me guilty enough 
now. Go — for íf your trust be dead, rend me out of 
your life once and for ever at a blow, mther than 
pass your years with what you doubt." 

She put him from lier, as she spoke, and rose ; 
her face was very palé, grave with a profound sad- 
ness, with a set resolution. The words cost her 
more than it would have cost her to have thrust the 
Venetian dagger into her bosom to escape the pursuit 
of Giulio Villaflor, but they were spoken without a 
pause to spare herself ; she loved him better than 
herself, and she knew that unless this man^s faith 
were perfect in her, the lives of both would be a 
hell. And Idalia was too proud a woman either to 
submit to live suspected, or to allow such faith to be 
given in error and in ignorance, unmerited. 

His breath was sharply drawn, as under a keen 
physical pain; he stood and looked at her with a 
look that was revengo enough for all the unpitjring 
cruelties of her past ; it was so unconsciously a 
;rebuke, so silently and terribly in its pain a con- 
demnation passing words. 

For the first time under his gaze her head drooped, 
her eyes fiUed with tears of shame, the paleness of 
her face flushed ; before the integral truth of his 
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every act and word, the bold simplicity of his creeds 
of honour, her own life looked to her very guilty, 
very far from the fair light of justicé and of loyalty. 

" Leave me," she said to him, briefly, though her 
voice was very low. " But — do not yon reproach 
me. 

In answer his arms were stretched to her, and 
drew her to his breast ; in that moment he had 
command over her, in that moment he was ñot her 
slave, but her judge. His face was grave and almost 
stem, for he suffered keenly, but his voice and his 
touch were infinitely gentle. 

" Leave you ? You think I know so little how to 
valué a woman who has the noblest virtue on earth 
— truth ? " 

" Truth ! when I have told you my whole life was, 
in one sense, a lie ? " 

" Truth — ^because you have so told me. Oh, my 
beloved I know me better than this. Can I not 
condemn your errors, and yet cherish you but the 
more because you need some pity and some 
pardon?" 

She was silent, deeper smitten than by any re- 
buke or execration by the unutterable tenderness 
of this love that was too true to truth to hold 
her guiltless, yet too true to itself to forsake her 
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because it condemned her. In that moment she 
knew how much greatness there was in this man's 
nature, how much dignity in his passion. 

" But yonr trust, your faith ? " she said at last, 
as she looked up at him. 

" Will be with you ever, as my love will be." 

He stooped, and leant his cheek on hers, while 
low in her ear a few words stole; he could not keep 
them f)ack firom the aching and the longing of his 
heart. 

" Tell me but one thing. You say you wore the 
mask of passion to fool them; — did you ever let 
another before me tell you of his passion thus ? '* 

His own lips lingered in their kisses upon hers. 
She drew herself from his embrace with something 
of her oíd smile, of her oíd scom. 

*'No. Or no prayer of yours should make me 
your wife." 

" And then you ask me if my faith be perfect still ? 
There are scores of women — ^women who would cen- 
sure you- — who think it no shame to bring tainted 
lips to their husbands." 

" Well," she said, wearily, " give me not too much 
praise for being prouder, and it may be colder, than 
many women are ! If I never bent to the follies of 
love, I was but the more blameable, perhaps, for using 
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them without mercy to my own ends. I tell you I 
Tiever apared. If any ever doubted or resisted me, 
he had a terrible chastisement ; he soon gave his 
very soul and conscience up into my hands. Some- 
times I think that Mephistopheles himself never 
tempted more deftly and more brutally than I have 
done. That dead Viana ! He would be living now 
were it not for me. He was half a Bourbon in his 
creeds ; he worshipped pleasure, and pleasure alone ; 
revolutions might have reeled around him, and Cario 
wonld never have laid down the wine-cup, never 
asked with what side the day went or the battle 
tumed. But I brought him to give his very Ufe 
to my moulding ; I moved him to his own ruin by 
those very qualities of fearless chivalry and generous 
passion that should have been his shield from me. 
And — if you had seen him lying dead there as I saw 
him, with his brave face turned upward, that he 

might smile in my eyes to the last ! ** 

Her head sank, there was the mute anguish on 
her of a remorse that would never fade out while 
life remained. He stood beside her silent also ; he 
knew that there were no words that could assuage 
this bittemess, he knew that to this self-condemna- 
tion justíce forbade any consolation that must have 
been at its best but a deceiving sophistry. 
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" Yet you say your cause was noble ? " he asked 
her, gently, at the last. "It was not to gain the 
cruel empty triumph of a woman's vanity that you 
beguiled them ? " 

" God knows ! There was guilty triumph enough 
in me at times. In the main — ^yes — ^it was for the 
cause of freedom that I won them. That had been 
harmless ; but my sin was that I made them stake 
their lives on me, yield their souLs to me, surrender 
their consciences to me because I taught them 
love, and then, when they were my slaves, I used 
them to their own destruction, as these charcoal- 
makers thrust the fresh wood in to bum and feed 
their fires." 

" Still — ^you believed that those fires were the 
sacrifice-fires of the peoples' altars of liberty ? " 

She shivered slightly in the ardent heat of the 
broad noonday. 

*' At first, with all the youth and passion of faith 
that were in me, I did believe it. And I clung to 
the belief long — ^long after I knew it had its root in 
quicksands. But after I had leamed how hopeless 
the struggle for puré freedom is, after I had leamed 
that the absolutisms of thrones and churches are 
maskéd batteries of iron and granite on to which the 
thinker and the poet and the patriot fling themselves 
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xn combat only to be crushed and perish, after I had 
learned that only one amongst ten thousand of those 
who had the welfare of the peoples on their lips had 
it also in their hgarts, and that fraud, knavery, selfish 
greed, iropatient discontent, coiTupt ambitions, were 
the natures of the liberators not less than of the 
tyrants ; — after I had read the bare truth to its last 
letter; — I lured them still. Partly because I was 
irrevocably bound to the work, partly because all my 
oíd belief would not die ; chiefly of all, because I had 
grown to love the power possessed, and could not 
bring myself to lay it down and own my whole Ufe a 
defeat^ Ñor was it one " 

The warmth flushed her face again, her eyes lit 
with the light of victory, something of the haughty 
defiance with which she had challenged Giulio Villa- 
flor, retumed then as she challenged the memories 
of her past. 

" It has been a crime, it may be — ^but not a failure. 
No VassaUs ever failed, I have fed hope into action, 
when without me it would have died out in dark- 
ness. I have armed hands that but for my weapons 
could never have struck their oppressors down. I 
have breathed liberty into a thousand lives that but 
for me might never have drawn in its mountain 
air. I have loosened the bonds of many martyrs ; 
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I have broken tbe chains of many captives — ^men 
who suflfered agonies, here in this Italy, simply 
because tbey dared to cling to her, and seek ven- 
geance for her violation. No. Jt has been no 
failure. Are we not victorious at the last, if the 
least thing for freedom have been wrought by us ? " 

She spoke not to him but to her past, as thóugh 
its remorse arraigned whilst yet its conquest crowned 
her. She pleaded with her own conscience; she 
raised her cause in justification against the witness 
of the years that were gone ; she had been true— 
true to the death — ^to the peoples of the earth and 
to their liberties, true to truth through alL 

It is a noble loyalty, one very rare amidst man- 
kind^-one that surely may avail to atone for much. 

Those words were the last on her lips for many 
moments. From the gloom and stillness of the hut, 
where there was a depth of shadow only broken by 
the green mosses that strewed the floor and the grey 
flash of a tame pigeon*s wing guarding its brood in 
the farthest nook, she looked out at the luxuriance 
of colour and the blaze of sun, whilst her thoughts 
were sunk into the past. 

He did not break her musings ; his own thoughts 
were filled with her history, of which he still knew, 
in truth, but so little, yet which seemed to him told 
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wholly in those few brief sentences. Memories also 
carne to him, revived by her relation — ^memories 
vague and fugitive, as of things scarcely heard before, 
because without interest at the time of their hearing, 
of stories that had floated to him in clubs and cafés 
in the cities of Europe, long ere he had met Idalia, 
of some beautiful Greek or Roumelian, of whom men 
told marvels of loveliness and sorcery, and about 
whose reputation had gathered many spléndid idle- 
romances, fabulous as they were contradictory — 
romances that gave a thousand magnificent impos- 
sible legends to the records of her life, but stole 
from her, as such romances ever will, all " the white 
flower of a blameless life," and made her pleasures 
as guilty, and her charms as resistless, as those of 
Lucrezia or Theodora. He had never heeded them 
in their telling ; he had cared little for women, still 
less for the babble of slanders, and they had passed 
him without interest enough to linger on his 
remembrance an hour. But now — with the words 
of her story — ^they recurred to him as such forgotten 
things wül, Not to sting him with doubts of her, 
with fear foí himself — suspicion of her was a thing 
impossible to him — ^but to madden him with im- 
patient longinjg to reach her calumniators and strike 
them down. His ñatüre was too bold for slander to 
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do more than rouse his passion against the slanderer, 
liis chivalry for the slandered. 

"They were all lies!" he muttered in his beard, 
his face flushing as those distant memoríes stole on 
him. " All lies ! — ^where are the tellers of them ? " 

She started slightly, and her eyes carne back from 
their dreaming speculation and dwelt on his. 

" What were the lies ? " 

" Things that I heard of you — once. I remember 
now ** 

" Ah ! " A quick sigh escaped her — she would so 
gladly have kept her life fair and unshadowed in 
this man's sight at least. " Well, do not blame the 
tellers of them ; my life laid me open to miscon- 
struction ; no one can complain, if their lives do so, 
üf any calumny that may befall them." 

Her voice was cold and careless; the evil of 
calumny had not possessed power to wound, but it 
had possessed power to chill and barden her, and 
the venom had left its trail thus for ever. 

" But why " 

He paused, not willing even by a syllable to risk 
trenching on that silence which she thought it fittest 
to keep unbroken, 

" Why did I so leave it open ? For many things. 
JFirst, ere I knew what calumny meant — when I was 
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80 young to the world that I yet believed I and 
Truth could avail to convince and to conquer it !— 
my ñame was stained too deeply, all undreamt of by 
me, for any future career, had it been puré as a child*s, 
to wash the stain away. I was slandered — ^unjustly. 
Slandered, I say ! It was a thousand times worse 
than that. A traitor took the blank page of my 
youth and wrote it over behind my back with 
infamous, indelible falsehood " 

A heavy curse broke asunder her words. 

" Tell me who he was, and vengeance shall find 
him.'' 

She passed her hand over his brow with a gentle 
caress. 

"No. You shall have no darkness on you from 
my past of my bringing. But — ^you do not fear to 
take to your heart a woman whom the world has 
called evil thus ? " 

" The world ! What terrors do you think that 
liar has for me ? " 

She smiled — a smile in which there was as much 
of weariness as of sweetness. 

" It is not always a liar ; it was not so always iü 
what it said of me. But we will leave that ! To- 
day is our own ; we will not poison it. You think 
we may make our way to the sea to-night ? " 
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" I do. There is little to be feared in the opea 
country — aJmost nothing from the peasantry. The 
horses will be fresh, and if we can reach the little 
fishÍDg village nearest to Antina, I could send some 
barcarolo to bring in my yacht. No suspicion falls 
on the vessel ; the soldiers I saw at your villa did 
not know me, and no one will hear anything from 
Nicoló. We have only to fear the sbirri '' 

"Wait; tell me all. How was it you heard of 
my arrest ? How was it you found me ? " 

He told her; and she listened in the soft lull of 
the noon silence, in the leafy twilight of the forest 
hut, to the story of his search for her — ^listened with 
an exceeding tendemess on the face, whosé caxeless 
pride so offcen had smiled contemptuously on all love 
and all despair. He told it in very few words, 
lessening as much as was possible all pain he had 
endured, all difficulty he had conquered, lest he 
should seem to press a debt upon her in the recital. 
But the very brevity, the very generosity, touched 
her as no eloquence would have done. By the very 
omissions she knew how staiinch had been this 
endurance, how devoted this fidelity which through 
good and evil report had cleaved to her, and fought 
their way to her. 

"Oh, noble heart V' — she murmured, as she stooped 
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to him, staying his last words, — "that I might 
repay you in the future ! If I were only sure that I 
shoTild bring you no misery — if I could only know 
that no evil from me would fall on you — ^if I could 
only feel there were nothing untold between us, and 
that my life were worthier of your noble loyalty— ^I 
would lose every coin and rood of my inheritance, 
and come to you beggared of everything, yet rich 
— ^my God ! how richer far than now ! " 

He had never seen her dignity so utterly abased^ 
her pride so utterly swept away as now, when tliose 
broken and longing utterances escaped her ; he saw 
that memories, which were in that moment an agony, 
shook down all the strength and all the calmness of 
her nature. 

" Listen ! " he said, softly and gravely, while he 
drew her hand in his. " Beggared or crowned, you 
would alike be my mistress, my empress, my idol. 
Slandered or honoured, you will alike be the one 
glory of my life, the one thought in my death. Why 
let US speak as if we should ever part ? You must 
slay me, orforsake me, ere ever we shall be divided 
now." 

Her eyes fiUed, as she heard him. 

For some moments she answered him in no way ; 
then, with one of the swift transitions of her changeful 
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temperamento she looked down on hira with a smile 
ín which all her most seductive sweetness gleamed 
as the gold rajrs of the southem day flashed in the 
dark lustrous langour of her regard. 

'* Anima mía," she murmured, caressingly, *'we 
will believe so, at least while we can, even — even if 
you should Uve to curse me, and I should live for 
Monsignore Villaflor's vengeance ! Let us dream of a 
Futuro, then. I have so long thought of the world's 
futuro only, and so long not dared to give a glance 
at my own. Let us dream while we can. Tell me 
of your oíd Border castle. We will raise it from its 
ashes once more if you will. And you shall come 
and be lord of my great Koumelian fief, all its hills 
and its plains, and its rívers, and its vast solitudes 
with their terrible beauty, and its fortress that is a 
palace, like some Persian visión of the night that we 
see when we have fallen asleep in reading Firdusi. 
Ah ! there is a Ufe there possible, if we could but 
reach it — a life fit for your bold chieftainship, a life 
that might redeem my past. We both know the 
world to weariness. There, eastward, you and I — 
we might find something at least of the oíd ideáis of 
my early fancies ; there ai'e a people sunk in sloth 
and barbarism, there are the domains of a prince, 
here are grand woods and waters, and inountains to 
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be piled between us and the world, there are human 
minds barren of every good thing, uncultured, useless, 
needing the commonest tillage. I should be frce 
there, and you would be a king in your own right. 
It needs just such a sovereign as you would be, my 
dauntless, lion-hearted wanderer ! We might be 
happy? We might reach still more yet than merely 
happiness ? ** 

And they drearaed of the Future, while the bnl- 
liant day stole onward, and the stilhiess of intense 
heat brooded over the sun-lighted earth ; the Future 
that to him was a treasury of joys so passionate, 
80 measureless, so incredible, that they seemed passing 
all hope, escaping all reach ; the Future that to her 
wa« in its fairest visión but as a mirage of that lost 
land of peace and liberty, which her own act had 
forfeited for ever. 



YOL III. 



CHAPTER IV. 

"§Y MORNING TOUCHED WITH AUREOLE LIGHT ; BY 

SUNSET STRANDED/' 

The day declined from its noon height, and 
neither knew or asked how the hours were 
numbered. 

When the sun was touching the lowest cloud, and 
the amber glow was buming into scarlet, he started 
to his feet : he remembered that the forester would 
be coming homeward, and that with evening their 
flight must begin. As they left the cabin, Idalia 
looked round it with a long and wistful glanee ; the 
day would be dear in her memory beyond all others, 
and in her own heart she believed that it was the 
last they should ever pass together. Then she lifted 
one of the rude wooden bowls to him with her oíd 
half-tender, half-haughty smile. 

''The child is not here; put some coins in for 
US both. You must give me your gold to-day ; 
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if ever we are free, you shall be lord of all I 
own. Ah! you only caxe to be lord of myself? 
Do you think that I do not know that ? But / 
shall care to crown you, and give you such purples 
as I have. You are royal to the very core of your 
fearless, kingly heart ; and you shall reign over my 
kingdom, such as ít is, if ever we can reach it." 

They went out into the stillness of the forest, so 
still that they might havebeen alone in an unpeopled 
world. Here and there through the network ,of 
branches the flushed sky glowed as fire ; dark- 
ness already had fallen on the slopes of the hills, 
behind which the sun had sunk down ; on the foam 
of the waters opposite gleams and breadths of pris- 
matic colour still sparkled; the evening air was 
heavy with fragrance, and under the foliage the 
lucciole began to glimmer. Erceldoune went towards 
the grazing horses, tethered in camp fashion by a 
long heel-rope, beneath the cedars; she followed him, 
stroking the neck of the brave sorrel that had borne 
her with such unflagging speed through the whole of 
the past night. 

" Carry me as bravely again, caro,'' she murmured 
to him, drawing the silken mane through her hand. 
" Take me to freedom, and you shall have such path- 
less meadows of wild grass to wander in, eastward, at 

I 2 
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yourwill! — no curb shall ever touch you, no spur 
shall ever gall you ! " 

As she caressed the hunter, the hound at her 
side dropped his muzzle eaiiihward with a low 
smothered growl, then lifted his head and looked 
at her with anxious, eager questions in his imploring 
eyes. 

" The dog scents some danger. What is it, Sulla?" 
she asked, giving him that sign of silence which the 
ai;iimal had leamed so well. 

" A wolf, maybe. We will un^arth him if he be 
anything worse," said Erceldoune, as he swept back 
with one arm the heavy boughs, while with his right 
hand he loosened the pistol from his sash. The 
rocks sloped sharply down ; the sunset light shone 
on the dell beneath as he bent forward. 

A cry broke from him, loud, wild, exultant as the 
cry of the eagle swooping to its prey. With one 
hand still holding upward the matted veil of 
foliage, he stood rooted there, all the worst passions 
of his nature roused in an instant into deadliest 
strength. 

There, almost at his feet, far beneath in the curved 
hoUow of a moss-grown, cup-shaped dell, sleeping as 
he himself had slept on the Capriote shore at his 
foe's mercy, with one arm beneath his head and the 
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Qther flung idly outward, in the loóse lioen dress of 
an Italian mellon-seller, lay the Greek, Conrad 
Phaulcon. Such disguise as he had given himself 
could not shield him from the glance of the man he 
had wronged. 

Erceldoune motioned her to him with a gesture 
that let the leaves fall for an instant back into their 
places ; his teeth were clenched, his words hissed 
broken through them, his eyes were alight with the 
blood-thirst of desert animáis. 

"Look — ^look!" he gasped. "There — at last 
— there in my power — ^the brute who shot me 
down " 

He swept the boughs backward and upward once 
more with the dash of his arm, and she bent to look 
through the twilight of the leaves ; her face changed 
to the whiteness of death as her eyes feli on the up- 
tumed face of the sleeping man, her lips drew their 
breath gaspingly ; a shiver of unutterable horror ran 
through her, 

" He !— he ! '* 

That one word seemed all her voice could whisper, 
and in it a whole world of loathing, remorse, hatred, 
and shame unbearable seemed told. 

Erceldoune, with the lifted boughs still held above 
their heads, stood and gazed at her in a horror acaree 
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less than that with which the sight of the slumberiüg 
Greek had stirred her. 

" Y(m know him ! " 

She seized his wrist, and, with the convulsive 
forcé that comes to the most delicate women in 
their hours of extremity, shook his grasp from the 
arm of the tree, whose foliage fell once more be- 
tween them and the sight of that bright Athenian 
beauty that lay there in the careless rest of the 
Lykegénes. 

*' Elnow him ! — do I know him ! " 

"Ay! Do you know the man who .sought to 
murder me ? " 

There was the first stemness of waking fury, the 
first unconscious violence of stealing doubt, in the 
question as it broke from him, while he vainly 
wrought to wrench his wrists from the cióse grasp 
she held them in, and be free to fali upon his enemy 
as lions ftJl on their foes. With them her courage 
returned, her self-command carne back to her, though 
her face was bloodless still, and anguish was set on 
it ; she looked him full in the eyes — eyes for the first 

time bent on her with the searching severity of an 
accuser. 

" Yes. I know him. I did Tiot know that he was 
yonr assassin, though — ^though — I grant I feared it." 
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" Feared it ! What is he to you ? " 

She was silent. 

" What is he to you — ^this brigand> this brute, this 
vilest of the vile scum of Europe ? " 

He spoke with the imperious vehemence, the 
intolerable horror, that possessed him. She was 
silent still ; over her fe/ce a hot flush carne and went, 
the flush of an intense humiliation. 

^^ What do you know of him ? Answer me, before 
I wring it out of his throat ! " 

She shuddered where she stood ; but with a 

strength scarce less than his own, she held him firom 

the place where the Greek slept, and drew him by 

sheer forcé farther and farther outward. 

"Let him be ! He has been the curse of my fate; 
he will be the curse of yours." 

" Never ! I will stamp his life out where he lies. 
Let me go — let me go ! " 

" Go for what ? " 
. " To deal with him — justly." 

" Justly I " 
: "Yes. Men kill murderers; and it was through 
no lack of will in him he was not one. I will not 
kill him sleeping, but I will wash my wrongs out 
once for alL Let me go I " 

She flung her arms cióse around him, so that he 
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must have wrenched her beautiful limbs asunder 
before he could have left her ; she drew him back- 
ward and backward, her breath against his cheek, 
her hair showered on his breast, her dignity broken, 
her self-control forgot, vivid emotion, agonised 
abandonment, making her a huDdredfold more re- 
sistless in that hour than she had ever been in her 
proudest moments of supremacy. She fcnew her 
power ; under that embrace he stood subdued, ine- 
solute, remembering nothing except the lovelinesa 
on which he looked. 

" Is that your love ? " she asked hinx '' Is that 
your trust ? " 

She felt a tremor run through all his frame — ^the 
tremor of the blind rage against his foe, of the blind 
idolatry of her, that warred within him. 

"I break neither because I will deal with my 
assassin ! What is he to you that you should shield 
him?" 

The first taint of jealousy ran through the words. 
The tremor of shame that he had seen when her 
glance first fell upon the Greek passed over her; 
yet her gaze met his^ and never sank beneatb 
it. 

" I cannot tell you." 

There was an accent of hatred deep as his own in 
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the low words ; he looked with a terrible eagemess 
into hér eyes, 

" Cannot ! Wait. You say you never loved ; 
were you never wedded where you hate ? " 

" Never." 

" Then what is this villain to you ? " 

She seemed to shrink and shiver where his arms 
held her, as though his words stabbed her through 
and through. She kept silence stilL 

" Tell me," he swore to her, " or, as God lives, that 
tiger shall, with my shot through his brain to pay 
for the confession ! " 

" Hush, hush ! If he wake, we are lost ! " 

" I will wake him in such fashion that he never 
wakes again ! An assassin your care ? Let me 
go — ^let me go, I tell you ! " 

He strove to put her arms from him, to fling off 
him the coil of her hair, to break from the para- 
lysing spell of her beauty ; but she would not loosen 
him, she would not be shaken oflf — she drew him 
farther and failher from the Greek, let him seek as 
he would to escape from her. 

" Oh, my beloved — my beloved ! where is the 
faith you promised me ? One trial — ^and it breaks ! 
With such a life as mine, do you not know that 
there must be far darker things than this to try 
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you ? Have you not said that you will cleave to me 
through all ? Have you not refused to believé even 
my own word against me ? " 

" God knows it, yes ! But " 

" Here is the first test, then ; were your oaths 
empty words ? " 

He was silent ; he stood motionless and unnerved 
under the brief touch of the rebuke. She knew 
that she had bound him in those withes of honour 
that he woiüd never break ; and she knew that she 
had touched him in the one noble weakness that 
laid him utterly at her will and mercy. She 
loosened her hold from him ; she stood apart, and 
left him free. 

" Go, if you will. Suspect me, if you will. Avengo 
your wrong, if you wilL But if you do, we never 
meet again." 

His lips parted, without sound ; an anguish of 
appeal looked at her from his eyes; he stood con- 
sumed by the passions of his hate and of his love 
that strove with one another in a deadly conflict. 

" Choose," she said, simply — and waited. 

His chest heaved with a mighty sigh. 
" Great Heaven ! You ask me to spare him after 
such a críme ! " 

" I ask you nothingr Take your vengeance, it is 
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your right ; but you will never look upon my face 
again." 

" Because I am his foe ? " 

'' No ! Because you doubt me." 

With that ene word she pierced him to the quick. 

He had no strength, no memory, no thought, save 
of her and of her will ; he looked back once to where 
his slumbering traitor lay, with the mad longing of 
denied vengeance in the look, then slowly, and with 
his head bent, he turned away. 

" Be it as you will. I yield you to-day more than 
my life itself." 

And as she heard, all her coldness and her im- 
perious resolve died out, as though they had not 
been ; she sank into his outstretched arms, and wept 
as she had never done in all her haughty woman- 
hood — wept uncontroUably, agonisedly, in such aban- 
donment, in such weakness, as the sovereign temper 
in her never, ere then, had known. 

At sight of that grief he forgot his own wrong, 
his own doubt, his very vengeance ; he remem- 
bered nothing, except that the woman for whoni 
he would have laid down his life suffered thus, 
while to her suÉFering he could bring no more 
consolation than though he stood a stranger before 
her. It was not in him to have one thought of his 
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own cause of hatred against this man, when once he 
saw that she endured this poignant and deadly pain 
through his assassin, this unutterable misery at sight 
of the sleeping Greek, whose face tumed tipward, 
with the sunset warmth and flickering shadow of 
the leaves playing on it, thus had broken all their 
dreams of the futuro, all the sweetness of their 
solitude. 

She lay passive some moments in his arms, her 
whole frame shaken by convulsivo, tearless sobs. 

"Oh God!" she moaned. "And I dreamt of a 
Futuro, while he was living there ! " 

A gloom like night swept over her lover's face ; 
the ovil spirit was upon hiño, which in the midnight 
chase through the moonlight of the Bosphorus shore 
had been on him, thirsting for his enemy's blood. 
He stooped his head over her, and his whisper was 
fearfuUy brief. 

" Let me go, and he will not be living long." 

He had surrendered to her ; he had yielded up to 
her this vengeance, which had been the one goal of 
such ceaseless search, such vain desire ; but though 
he had let her for awhile hold his hands from it, his 
whole heart and soul were in tempestuous rebellion 
still ; his blood was hot for war, his conscience was 
strangled by hatred. 
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" Let me go," he whispered, thirstily. " You shall 
see him lie dead at your feet— dead, like the bravo 
Jiorse that rotted to camón through him." 

She shivered, as though an ice-cold wind had 
passed over her ; but danger had been too long her 
atmosphere, and the tempests of men's hearts too 
long the powers by which she swayed them, not to 
nerve hér to forcé and calmness when both were 
needed. She was deathly palé, except for those 
fliishes of shame that had made the blood rush back- 
ward to her veins ; but she spoke tranquilly, laying 
her hand upon his mouth, and with that command 
which never, in moments of need, deserted 
her. 

" Peace. Those are not like yourself — those tíger 
instincts. Leave them to him ; they are beneath 
you." 

"They are not They are my right." 

^' Is revengo ever a right i " 

"We deemed it so in oíd ScotlánA A i-ight 
divine ! " 

His face was stem and evil still, with the storm of 
his longing wrath, with the pent tide of his loosening 
jealousy. 

" Divine ? Devilish ! Right or wrong, lay it down 
for my bidding," 
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He was silent. XJnder her hands she felt the 
muscles of his arm thrill and swell; against her breast 
she felt the stifled panting of his breath. To hold 
him back, was like holding in leash a gazehound 
when it sees the stag. 

" Lay it down, or you are man-sworn, and fore- 
swom." 

She spoke ^th a vivid intensity in the words 
that left her elenched teeth so low, so slowly; she 
knew every chord in the nature of this man, as fine 
artists know every note in the diapasón of the instru- 
ment that echoes and vibrates to their slightest 
touch. 

He held his peace ; he would not break his word 
to her — break his word to a woman, and that woman 
defenceless, and his mistress, and his life's pledged 
law ; but his hunger of desire was terrible to fall on 
that sleeping panther lying so near, and to deal on 
him ten thousand blows. 

She saw the struggle in him, and her heart 
went out to him in it — ^went out to the strength 
and the weakness that were so blent in it, the 
strength of honour and the weakness of passion. 
How often she had seen these two antagonists 
strive against each other to hold and to keep a 
soull 
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" Oh, my love ! " she munnured, as she drew 
him faxther and farther from the place where 
his foe slept. '* Give me this one thing, and you 
shall have all my life. Let him be — ^let him ba 
He took all ; he shall not take you. Come, come, 
come 1 " 

He held back still, while still her arms clung to 
him, and drew him onward and ODward to leave his 
murderer in peace. 

" One word only," he muttered, cióse in her ear, 
while his lips, as they brushed her throat, scorched 
it like fire. *' You deny me my vengeance. Is it 
for love of me — or pity of hi7n ? " 

The eyes, that he could have swom were true as 
he would have swom that the stars shone abové 
them, looked up long into his ; there was a depth 
of pain in them that smqte and stilled his wrath 
as with a sudden awe. 

"Both. I love you, as I never thought it in 
me to love any — the living or the dead; and I 
pity him, as the earliest, the latest, the most 
wretched of all my enemies, though they are many 
as the sands of the sea. Have I answered you 
now 1 Come ! " 

The intonation of the words, rather than their 
meaning, laid their own solemnity on him ; he read 
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that in her eyes^.before which bis own wrongs séemed 
to dwarf, and palé, and die oiit 

" Do with me as you will ; I cannot reach you — ^in 
all things — ^but I will follow as best I may." 

She seemed to him so far above him with this 
royal past, that had given her the sway over 
royalties, with this lofty serene generosity from 
which she looked with compassion on one whom she 
declared the gieatest enemy of her life. 

She started as if the homage stung her like an 
adder — as if the reverence of his words were some 
unbearable disgrace. 

Never say that ! Never, — ^never. Follow me in 
nothing. Teach me your own brave, straight, 
knightly creeds. Let me see your noble honesty of 
thought and parpóse, and let me steep myself in 
truth, and have it cleanse me if I can ! Ah ! once 
before we go, let me hear you say that you forgive 
me. Forgive me all you know — forgive me all that 
is biddeii from you." 

The remoise with which, in the dawn of that day, 
she had bidden him flee from her for ever, the abase- 
ment that had broken down her dignity, and laid 
her subject before him, were tenfold intensified now 
in a humiliation that crushed down like a bent 
reed the bold imperious spirit that had never 
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quaíled beforo. She seemed broken by an unut- 
terable contrition; stricken before him by the 
conscious guilt of a criminal before her judge ; 
the prayer for pardon, tbe thirst for his mercy, 
seemed to be as intense as if the crime against his 
life had been woven by her brain, and instigated 
by her will, as though the hand of the Greek, sleep- 
ing unconscious in the hollowed clefb of rock below, 
had been her tool and servant. 

Yet there was not one pause of doubt, one hesita- 
tion of di'ead, in the answer that came to her with a 
gentleness^ grave and infinitely sad. 

" Forgive ! That is no word between you and me. 
Yet, — if there be anything of pardon needed from 
my life to yours in past, or present, or futuro, I give 
the pardon now, once and for ever ; you cannot 
stretch it farther than my love will yield it." 

She heard, and her head sank downward, till 
her lips touched his hand in the sign of homage 
and allegiance that she had refused to the claim of 
monarchs. Her eyes were blind with tears, her 
heart was filled with a despair bitter as death, with 
a sweetness sweet as life ; he was at once her slave 
and her ruler, her judge and her saviour. 

" Ah, Heaven ! " she said, in her soul. " How 
vainly I sought for a great nature amidst those who 
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called themselves the leaders of the eaxth. I never 
found it until now ; and now — how little it knows 
itself as great ! " 

Without a word he loosed her from his arms, as 
though by that abstinence from any utterance or 
caress of passion to show that no mere passion 
goaded him to the forgiveness which a higher and 
purer tenderness bestowed, and would so bestow 
through the uttermost ordeal, and up to the last 
hour. Silently he led the horses from the place, 
their hoofs noiselessly sinking in the rank deep 
grass, drew the girths closer, and made the few pre- 
parations that were needed for their night-ride to the 
sea. 

His foe was left in peace ; it was a heavier sur- 
render to her than any ttat had ever been made, 
many and wide and weighty though they were, the 
sacrifices that she had wooed, or commanded from 
those who had obeyed no law like the bidding of 
her Eps. His heart was sick within him. The oíd 
religión of revengo, which had been sacred to his fore- 
fathers in the age when murderers were proven 
by bier-right, and the flaming cross of war was 
borne alight over moor and mountain, was in many 
a moment his religión still ; it was " wild justice " in 
his ejes, and a justice best meted out from foe to fo^ 



"AT SUÑSET STRANDED." 131 

without the judgment of any alien voice. To tum away 
and leave his enemy unaroused ; to skulk and flee as 
though he were the evil-doer ; to let the murderer 
lie there unawakened, nnarrainged, — a deadlier 
thing than this she could not have demanded at 
his hands. 

The sweetness of the day had died with the setting 
of the sun, and the darkness of night had fallen on 
their lives as on the earth where they dwelt. 
Silently they mounted, and passed away; silently 
they tumed and looked backward with a long 
and lingering gaze at the forest roof, which 
well might prove their last refuge together, the 
last shelter in which they should ever dream of 
freedom and of a fiiture. Then through the first 
shadows of evening, under the deep gloom of the 
woods, beside the melancholy moaning of the hidden 
river channels, they went onward in their flight from 
Church and King, onward to the sea, if they could 
ever reach the sweet fresh libeiiiy of its wide 
waters. 

And as they went — ^where the leafy depths en- 
closed, and the forést twilight hid them — the Greek 
rose slowly, with the heavy lethargy, and the 
weakness of overwrought fatigue still on him, like 
Bome fíerce yet timorous panther that has been 
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roused fi-om rest to a craven dread and a long- 
ing for slaughter both in one. Through his sleep 
words had come to liim¿ mingling with his dreams ; 
instincts had stiiTed in him while yet the weight of 
that death-like slumber had laid like lead on his 
eyelids; a voice had roused the dormant images of 
memory ; a sen se of some presence, some peril, some 
rising of hate and of fear, had come on him ere he 
had been sensible; he had shaken the clinging 
stupor from him with supremo efifort ; he had glanced 
upward through the boughs of cedar ; he had made 
one eager, springing movement like a panther, with 
a panther's lust in his eyes, and a thousand warring 
passions at his heart ; — then the craft of his nature, 
the cowardice of his nation, conquered the bolder and 
more ferocious impulse, as well as the jealous, way- 
ward, tyrannous afifection that still, with all his vice, 
lived in him ; the dread of his antagonist was blent 
with the instinct of his blood towards treachery in 
the place of defiance. He feigned sleep afresh, lying 
as though still in the profound peace of that dream- 
ing rest ; lying so with the soft brown lashes on his 
cheek, and his head idly thrown back upon his arm, 
until the hoofs of the horses had ceased to crush the 
cyclamen and hellebore, and the screen of forest 
foliage had fallen between him and the man whom he 
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hated with the reckless bittemess of the injurer to 
the injured, the woman whom he loved despite aD, 
though he adored tyranny and evil, and gold and 
selfish gaíns, and the brutal exereise of a pitiless 
jealousy, far more. 

Then, as they passed away, he staggered to his 
feet, and stood a moment, in the red after-glow that 
streamed upon him, erect, quivering, instinet with 
rage like some lithe, beautiful, murderous forest 
beast, the ruddy light buming in the glow of his 
eyes, and cast luridly on the spirited head and 
perfect form that were graceful and splendid as the 
legendary beauty of Arinthoeus. 

**She can lo ve ? The world should end to-night ! " 



CHAPTER V. 

"ATHiENE TO A SATYR." 

By dawn they had reached the shore, having bent 
far southward of where Naples lay, and so round to 
the sea. 

Here tíhíe wom-out horses, fasting and drenched 
with steam, and spent with fatigue paused, under 
the great shadow of a mighty wall of cliff that 
rose up from the breadth of smooth and yellow 
sand, its sides jagged and honeycombed, its crest 
overhung with festoons of wild vine and crowned 
with the grey plumes of olive, the waters idly 
lapping the amber beach below, and reaching 
outward till the dim sea-line and the mist-laden 
skies of morning blent in one. Involuntarily 
she stretched her hands to it in welcome and in 
prayer, as though the Sea-God of her fathers lived 
and heard. 

" Oh waters ! give me your liberty." 

They looked so wide, so cool, so deeply still, 
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stretching out in their measureless freedom to the 
infinite. 

" It is gentler than earth," she muttered. " Men 
die hardiy on the bittemess of the land — ^the land 
which devours them that she may blossom and 
laugh with fruits bom of corruption ; — ^but the veiy 
death that the sea gives is dreamy and tranquil 
And the sea will not render its dead, but loves them, 
and lulls them, and holds them ever with their 
stories untold. Wliere is there any other thing so 
merciful as that ?" 

There was the longing of a melancholy, weary to 
despair, through the poet-like thought of the mur- 
nrnred words ; in that moment she would gladly 
have sought the unbroken rest that eould alone be 
found in the deep sea-bed, beneath those fathomless 
and changeless waves. 

She sank down on a broken pile of rock, with the 
ribbed sand at her feet and the bulwark of the 
mighty clifiF rising above ; her face was colourless, 
haggard, almost stem, as though there were set on 
it such hatred of herself that all its youth and 
brilliancy changed to one bitter heart-sick scom ; 
her hair was thrust back ofiF her brow ;' her eyes 
looked with a tearless, thh'sty pain over the waters. 
There had been silence between them well-nigh 
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through all the hours of that night-ride to the sea ; 
there was silence still ; he stood beside her with the 
darkness of her thoughts flung baek on his. 

"You are certain,?" she said, suddenly, at 
last. 

" Do you think men forget their murderers 1 " 

She laughed slightly — a laugh that sent a shudder 
through his blood. 

" Well — ^your murderer was the man that had the 
hewing and the shapíng of my life. Do you wonder 
now that it was evil 1 " 

"Ofyours? OhGod!" ' 

" A fair comrade í — a noble tutor ! What think 
you 1 A lofty cióse for my imperial ambitions, is it 
not? A priest's cell my prison-house, a criminaFs 
flight my safety^ a thief and an assassin my associate, 
my 

Her teeth closed once more, shutting in the word 
that would have escaped them ; a shiver of agony 
shook him as he heard. 

"Twice you have checked my vengeance, and 
bidden me * spare ! * " he muttered. *' If these brutos 
be your foes, why cali me off their throats ? " 

" A lion shall not choke snakes." 

The brevity gave the deeper meaning to the 
words. 
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" Why speak in parables ? You must know- 
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" That your faith is dying ? Well, let it die. It 
has every right. / will not reproach you ! " 

" It will never die. But — why should you wring 
my heart to test it ? " 

" Test it ! Ah ! do not wrong me like that ! Do 
you think I would cause you an instantes pain that 
was in my power to spare 1 Do you think I would 
spend a woman's miserable chicaneries and heartiess 
vanities on you, or triumph in them at your 
cost? 

"Answer me," she pursued ; her voice had 
changed to intense appeal, to vivid emotion, and 
she held his hands cióse against her heart, looking 
upward at him with a longing that broke down all 
her courage and her pride — ^the longing that he, at 
least, should know that she was true to him, though 
she must withhold him from his justice, and deny 
him all he had a title to hear. " Be my law, my 
conscience — I have been steeped so long in evil, I 
have lost all fitness to judge honour or dishonour 
aríght. To tell you all, to lay my Ufe before you 
as it should be laid, I must break my oath, I must 
belie my word, I must be false to the chief thing 
that has ever redeemed my past. Answer me— 
shallldoit?" 
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She saw a tremor shake him as a great stonn 
shakes the rooted strength of cedars ; his head sank ; 
a fierce conflict was at war within him. For a while 
he hesitated ; tom by an anguish of desire to speak 
the word that should unloose the bonds of silence 
between them. 

Then a brave gentleman's inbom instincts con- 
quered him : — 

" No," he said simply. " Be tnie to yourself, and 
you will never be false to me. For the rest, you 
know me. I can wait." 

And she who heard him knew that with that re- 
fusal he had put from him what cost him more in 
the renimciation than sceptres laid aside have cost 
to those who put them by at the dictation of a puré 
and generous honour beyond all selfish sway, as his 
was now beyond it. 

"You are great beyond men's nobility," she 
answered him. In that momentary weakness she 
had longed that he should bid her sacrifico her word 
and her bond to him, but he was far higher and dearer 
in her sight because he denied that weakness its way ; 
she had much strength herself, and she loved such 
strength in men. "But — ^but — ^have you no fear 
when I tell you that my life has been tainted by 
such as he ? " 
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"I have but the fear that, if I look ever on 
his face again, I shall tum murderer like him." 

A shudder passed over her. 

" Nay ! why not revenge yourself on me ? I vas 
his associate. How can you know I was not his 
accomplice ? " 

*' How ! Have I not looked into your eyes 1 " 

The infinite trust that the reply breathed was 
rather in the tone than in the words. 

"Well! What do a woman's eyes ever do but 
Ke? And yet look, look for ever, if you will, so 
that you learn from them that my heart is truth, 
but that my past is — shame ! " 

He stood beside her, silent ; his faith would not 
leave ñor his love forsake her, but the abyss of a 
heavy guilt yawned between them, the barrier of a 
pitiless silence severed them. 

Yet — passion and faith were strong in him; 
stronger than wisdom, stronger than vengeance. He 
stooped and laid his lips upon her brow. 

" The shadow of others' shame may darken you ; 
no sháme of yours is on you. Whatever you are — 
be mine !" 

The sea stretched outward, league on league of 
still grey water, with no colour on it in the young 
hours of the dawn, no life, save the movement here 
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and there of some awakening ocean birA The clifiFs, 
tawny and water-stained and sun-browned, rose aloft, 
curving inward, and shaping one of the many indents 
of the irregular southem coast ; mighty ishafts of 
stone that seemed to touch the skies, and were 
deeplyriven here and there in fissures filled with the 
cKnging of the vine. Grand, solitary, wild, there was 
no human aid, no boat's help to be looked for 
here. 

The sea lay there, but between them and liberty 
it stretched, an inexorable deserta impassable, and 
giving no freedom except death. 

" Moments are years ; we cannot waste them," he 
muttered, as he looked across the waters, where no 
sail broke the space, and upward at the rocks which 
frowned, sterile and lonely, locking in the breadth 
of ribbed beach-sand. " A fisher-boat, sea-worthy, 
might save us still. There is a village that should lie 
not far from this. A cluster of fishmg-cabins *' 

" Yes, there is one a mile northward of ub. A few 
huts under the cliflf, and men who have the sea's 
strength in them when once they are afloat. Qo 
you to them." 

"Go! Andleaveyou?" 

" Else we must perish together." 

" Better that ! " 
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" No ; you shall not die by Bourbon steel for me. 
I am known well in the country ; the story of my 
arrest must be common to all now. This masque 
dress, which is all they left me, would draw curio- 
sity at once. Yon look like a marinaro; you can 
hire the boat unsuspected, you can steer here, and, 
once here, with our pistola at their foreheads we can 
make the sailors take what way we will. Qo. I 
shall fire if any danger come. You will hear the 
shot far in this still air." 

"Is there no other way ?*' 

"None. Leave me — there is no fear. And, in 
tnith, I could not move farther yet. I am wom out 
at last." 

She spoke faintly, wearily, and a grey hue stole 
over all her face, as she leaned her head 
upon her ann, her eyes lustreless, and with their 
lids heavily drooped, looking outward at the 
sea, whose grave she coveted. The fearlessness 
that had challenged death ; the forcé that had 
endured any torture rather than purchase peace by 
the betrayal of comrades ; the high and dauntless 
spirit that had laughed at dañger, and loved peril for 
its very hazard's sake : these, which would never 
have jnelded to any tyranny, or pang, or jeopai'dy 
that could have tried them, were unstrung and 
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crushed by the horror which had possessed her from 
the first moment that she had seen the sleeping 
Qreek and heard his crime. Humiliation rested on 
her ; the deadliest su£fering such a nature as hers 
can ever know — ^a thing which, until the sun had 
set in the past day, had never touched her temper. 
A shame that was inefíaceable seemed to her bumt 
into her life for ever, and under it a strength which 
had never succumbed, a dignity which had never 
blenched or quailed before the stemest triáis, sur- 
rendered at last. She had had the fortitude of men, 
the fearlessness of soldiers, but they seemed, for the 
hóur at least, to die out in her now. 

He looked at her, and he saw that the privations 
of her prison, the scant food of many days, the 
exertion of the long and breathless ride, had told 
heavily upon her; — ^and he who would have coined 
his very life to purchase aid for her, could do no 
inore for her than the flock of sea-gulls that flew 
past them with the breaking of the moming. 

He struck his heel into the sand with an agony of 
powerless grief. 

« You wül perish here of hunger, of thirst, of 
sun-stroke, of misery ! I will go. I will bring 
help, if there be help on eartb." 

He went down the low strip of sanded shore, 
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ander the beetling shadow of the clifís, northward to 
the fishing village on the edge of the waters, with 
low rounded cabin-roofs that were like clustered 
brown bee-hives beneaíh the giant shadow of the 
rocks. The wall of stone screened him from view ; 
the hamlet was a mile or more along the coast.; 
she was left alone, with the hound at her feet, 
the loaded weapon in her hand, the glistening sea 
ebbing away into the distance where her eyes were 
fixed. 

She sat motionless, whilst the noise of his footfall 
on the wet sands died gradually away. She listened 
to them to their last faint sound. 

" Ah ! if only for his sake he eould pass out from 
my life for ever," she murmured. "Either way I 
must sin to him ; — ^by forsaking him, or by cleaving 
to him. To go to his heart with such dishonour as 
that untold " 

She eould have wished that the stroke of the 
sun, rising stormily eastward, eould reach and still 
her life; that the waves rolling slowly one on 
another to her feet eould come to her and wash her 
down into their darkness. For she felt tainted with 
an assassin's and a traitor's guilt of secrecy and 
shame. She laughed a little, with the unutterable 
weariness of futile pain ; with the ironical temper 
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which had so long made jest of evcry suflfering, that 
it scarcely now spared her own. 

" I know now what sort of despair fiUs monasteñes 
and makes saints/' she thoúght. " How honourable 
to Deity, to give him the flotsam and jetsam of a 
wrecked existence ! " 

Twelve hours before she had said, and said 
truly, that none of her race ever failed ; she had 
known that her life had been great in much even 
whilst blamable in more; she had spoken of a 
future, in which much of dominión, of magnificence, 
of a puré and noble ambition would still linger ; — a 
future in the glow of eastem suns, in the lands of 
her inheritance, in the exercise of a chieffcaLnship, 
where boundless evil remained to be conquered, and 
boundless liberty to be enjoyed ; a future in conso- 
nance with the hatred of all bondage, and the genius 
to rule, that were inbom in her. Yet now — ^now, 
since she had stooped down and seen the ruddy after- 
light upon the face of the slumbering Athenian — an 
endless night seemed to have fallen on her, and every 
dream of future and of freedom to be mockery. 

Through the silence of the quiet dawn she 
sat without any movement ; the half-dead horses 
were feebly trying to find food from the salted 
grasses and drink from the brackish pools ; there 
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was no sound, except the monotonous chiin-^ 
ing of the MediteiTanean at her feet> no refuge 
in the hard and barren surface of the colossal sea- 
walL She had sent him from her, chiefly for his 
sake, that he should not wait beside her till he was 
netted by the Church's webs, or slaughtered by the 
monarchist^s steel, and an unutterable loneliness was 
about her ; there seemed no mercy on the face of the 
waters, but only a cold and dreary smile. Beyónd 
them lay liberty ; but she felt as though even the 
forcé to arise and seek it had been killed in her. 

Time passed in slow, sickening measure; the 
suUen light of a tempestuous moming bumed higher 
in the heavens ; full day was come ; the couchant 
hound awoke with menace in his eyes; across the 
sands at her feet a shadow fell : there was no sound, 
no word, but she felt the presence, as men feel the 
gliding abhorred presence of a snake, the stealing 
velvet-footed approach of a tiger, ere they know that 
either are near. She started, and rose to her feet, 
and fell slowly backward step by step, till she rested 
against the waU of cliflf, her gaze fastened on Conrad 
Phaulcon as he stood, with the crimson sun in his 
face, and the grey water lying in a lonely waste 
behind him. 

" Ho, Miladi ! " he cried aloud, " others can ride á 
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wild ride besides your lover and you. I have been 
on your track all the night through. Where is he ? — 
where ? Answer me, ór " 

She threw up her hands wíth a gesture, that even 
in tbat moment awed bim : 

" Never daré breathe bis ñame ! — you, bis robber, 
bis assassin/' 

" Robber ! Assassin ! Strange words to me." 

The fire of bis wrath was bated for an instant 
before the resurrection of the crime he had deemed 
buried from her reach beneath the solitary shadows 
of the Carpathian pine-woods. 

" Would that they were strange to you ! I knew 
that coward sin had your hand in it, and you swore 
by the only memory you have ever reverenced that 
you were innocent. I believed you — I was fool 
enough for that ! — because, though treachery was 
your nativo air, you still at your worst had never 
taken perjured oath by that one ñame." 

She spoke slowly, wearily, with an unutterable 
reproach and bittemess in the quiet words ; under 
them he was for the moment cowed; he shook 
«lightly through all bis limbs, and bis teeth gnawed 
the gold curls of bis beard. 

" It was to serve what you worship — Liberty ! " 
he stammeiied. . . 
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" Liberty ! No marvel that the peoples are in 
chains if the apostles of their freedom think to serve 
them thus." 

The words echoed over the stillness of the 
tranquil seas with a profound eternal pathos ; 
it was the sigh of the Girondists, when through 
the death-mists of the scafíbld they saw the ángel 
of freedom they had dreamed of changed into a 
vampire of blood. 

The man before her, the lover who had left hei 
were alike forgotten ; in that moment her heart was 
with the nations of the earth, the blind who find 
but the blind to lead them when they escape the 
iron heel to track them down; the vast sum of 
suflfering and heart-sick humanity that has no 
cholee betwixt those who leave it to perish in its 
slough, or beat it forth to rot on battle-fields, and 
those who fiU its parching throat with the fetid 
water of distorted truths, and fool its patient 
ignorance with lying grossness, that by it they 
may forcé upward into power. 

First — ^beyond all, grief for them was with her; 

for those innumerable, uncounted, uncompassionated 

millions who are the prey alike of despot and of 

demagogue; by each alike condemned to be the 

long, unnoted, pitilessly-consumed coil of fuse, lit 
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and bumt out, to bear the flame by whicli ambi- 
tion may show red against the skíes, or to carry 
ÍDcendiarísm in a conqueror's van. This reigned 
with her beyond all things; had so reigned ever, 
and would reign until her grave ; this impersonal 
love, this infinite pity, for the concrete suffering, 
the weary destinies of the peoples, on whom " the 
barden of the unintelligible world" is bound so 
hardly, so unequally. 

Phaulcon laughed out in defiance of the scom 
that lashed him like a whip of scorpions. 

" Fine acting — ^you were always a fine actress ! 
— ^but this could come as nothing new to you, 
Miladl You were sure that your friends were in 
it " 

" God forgive you ! I was sure until you swore 
your innocence; and then — though I might have 
known that truth trying to pass your lips would 
become falsehood in such tainted passage ! — I did 
you too much honour, and believed you." 

No virulence and no invective could have cast on 
him so much shame as these last words. 

He laughed carelessly still; where he felt him- 
self a coward there he became a bravo; with the 
rankling wotmd of humiliation came the brutalised 
instinct to insult. 
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"Said you believed me rather! The Countess 
Yassalis was always famous for her finesses. Be- 
yond a doubt she had tfae tact to assume a fittÍDg 
ignorance of anything that might have compro- 
mised her/' 

She looked him in the eyes till his own fell : she 
deigned no further answer. 

" Idalia ! " — ^he began to plead more huskily and 
hnmedly. 

" You havo lost all title to cali me by that ñame. 
Put land and sea botween us henceforth for ever- 
more. Never let me look upon your face again — 
never, never, never ! " 

Her voice, losing its controlled coldness, broke 
from her with an irresistible intensity, while asi 
her arm pointed outward to the waters, she banished 
him from every soil she touched, from every air 
she breathed. For one moment the forcé of the 
magnificent gesture, rather than of the words of 
banishment, thrilled, awed, and intimidated him ; 
he fell back involuntarily a step or two npon the 
tawny sands. 

"Go, go!" she said, still with that movement 
of her hands which thrust him from her with such 
command as that wherewith the Scandinavian priest 
thrust back with his golden crosier the bloodstained 



150 IDALIA. 

Elng who carne to the altar-stepe with murder on his 
souL " Go ! Show the only remorse and repara- 
tion that you can still reach, and let my life be 
free of you for ever." 

jkgsáiL it had its weight on him, that sentence 
of banishment, grandly given, yet withal having in 
it a certain aching regret as of one who once had 
loved him well, thoiigh he had fallen: as of one 
who owed him deadliest wrong and abhorred in him 
deadliest guilt, yet who, for memories not wholly 
perished, could not yield him up unpitied to the 
dominión of evil, to the wreck of body and soul. 
He remembered all that this woman had endured 
through him ; he remembered how by him shame- 
ful treachery had attainted the glorious moming of 
her youth ; how by him shadows that could never 
wholly pass from her had been flung across the 
splendour of her womanhood. 

"Stay, hear me a second,!* he said, with a 
gentler accent in the hesitation of the words. 
"You think I bear you no tendemess — I do, by 
Heaven I do, though often I come so near to hate 
you. If I had been at Antina, those brutos should 
never have touched you. Ever since I first heard 
of it, I have been seeking you. And it is in peril 
of my life I stay an hour in the kingdom ; two- 
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fold peril, írom the Bourbon's gnp, and írom one 
surer still to know it and to strike." 

" Snrer ? One does not live." 

" Yes, one does ; one that is ten thousand eyes 
and ears and lips incoiporate, one that is thrice 
ten thousand intellects fused together, one that 
may strike me down from behind, and throw me 
like a dead dog into a wayside ditch, only for this, 
that I disobeyed and stayed in Naples to be near 
your prison." 

She knew that the "many in one" he spoke 
of, the far-reaching invisible hand, the wide 
unening previsión and condign vengeance that 
he dreaded, were those of the political society to 
which he had been bound in the early days of 
his manhood, when fretting poverty had goaded, 
restless intrigue had allured, and a warped yet 
at the first not ignoble love of freedom and 
of country had impelled him to its far-spread 
nets. 

" You say this ? So you also said, by all you held 
most sacred, that you had no share in and no know- 
ledge of this attempted murder ? " 

She spoke slowly, and with icy chillness that cast 
back on him a hundred-fold more piercingly than 
by invective the thousand times of falsehood when 
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he had dealt treacherously by her, and so forfeited 
all right, all power to forcé on her that he now 
uttered truth. The last two words cut asunder, and 
broke down as though they had never been, the 
sofker better thought, that in the moment previous 
had made him well-nigh forget all else except the 
períl of death, or of a life worse than death, to which 
she, wronged in so much, had but so late escaped 
by a hair's breadth. 

In that instante whilst she spoke, the fear had 
passed from him, the knowledge of his power had 
risen again; jealousy, and avance, and lust of 
tyranny were stronger-Hved in him than the sting 
of conscience, than the awakening of shame. 

" Wait an instant," he said, sullenly. " There is too 
cióse a tie between us for us to part in that fashion." 

"To a tie that you have outraged you cannot 
appeal." 

"We are too needful to each other to sever 
so '' 

"I am needful to you, doubtless. But you will 
never again make of me, or tool, or weapon, or guide, 
or gold-mine for your evil service." 

" Ah ! Fine thing a woman's word. But a few 
days since you told me, with imperial scorn, that you 
had some reverence for your oath ? " 
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"I had; — ^how much, let all I have lost, and 
siimed, and wrecked, and slain for you bear 
witness." 

" And yet ! " 

"And yet — here in your hands I break it, and 
break from it, I am absolved from my vows for 
ever. I swore them to a patriot ; you I know not — 
yoUy a brigand, an assassin ! " 

" Is an apostate nobler than an assassin, then, that 
you vaunt your treachery and upbraid mine ? " 

" Nobler in nothing ; but apostacy is your guilt, 
not mine. To truth, to liberty, to the peoples, I am 
loyal ; you have forsaken these — forsaken ! were you 
ever true to them ? did ever you know aught of 
them? — and leagued yourself with fraud, with avance, 
with slaughter." 

'^Bitterwords/' 

"Bitter? God pardon you !— if you heard but 
sheer and simple justice of all your guilt to me, 
would not the blackest words in language fail to 
yield your due ? But — let us part in silence ; I 
cannot give you over to your proper fate, for the 
sake of the only life we ever cherished in common. 
Tempt my vengeance no longer; if you be wise, 
go— go while I can still let you go unharmed." 

" I stayed, at peril of life, to succour you if I couíd 



154 IDALIA. 

— to leaxn your fate, to find your enemies, and, in 
reward of that, saw you ten hours ago lavishing love 
upon your foreign favourite, on his heart, in his arms 
— you / " 

"WeU?" 

She looked him full in the eyes stiU, with a deep 
and steady gaze ; there was a firm, lowering gloom 
in her own, like the look which comes into the eyes of 
one who, brave and resolved, still counts the danger 
that lies before him, and finding it vast, yet resolves 
but the more fixedly to go through it. 

" You did it maybe to dupe him ? " he pursued, 
with the insolent riot of his silver-toned laughter, 
the louder because he had no belief in his own trans- 
lation of her acts. " He had a strong arm to forcé 
back your gaol bars, and a wild brain to be lulled with 
your charming. You played the comedy with many 
— who so well ? — ^was it but acted once again with 
him? You have done scores of daintier and more 
dangerous things, than so easy a victory as blinding 
and duping this mountain athlete, and you have fooled 
men for far less stakes than to fi'ee yourself from 
the gripe of our holy Monsignore. Tell me that 
was your project, and I will pardon it, though you 
blackened my ñame so heavily in the little melo- 
drama. Was it ? Yes, or no ! " 
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"No!" 

The answer was brief and cold ; she knew that for 
it this man was likely enough to fire into her bosom, 
where he stood before her, the weapon whose muzzle 
thrust itself out from the folds of his striped canvas 
shirt. 

For once he kept his coolness ; she knew him 
then to be at his worst ; his vehement, eloquent, 
womanish wrath was never so dangerous as when, 
contrary to all his temperament, he held it in check 
and waited, softly, silently, warily. 

" No ? " he laughed in echo. " What ! has Müadi 
Vassalis gone scatheless in her scorn* for all these 
years to be charmed by a rough-rider's iron sinews 
and gigantic limbs at last ! Bathos ! — terrible 
bathos ! And what will you do, madame, with your 
new lover ? — have him killed to keep the secret of 
your weakness, like that fair frail Jewess of the 
French Regency of whom we read ? " 

Under the coarse infamy pf the sneer her face 
never flushed, her eyes never relaxed their steady 
challenge of him; but a hatred beyond all words 
gathered darkly in her regard, a scorn beyond all 
words set on her colourless lips. 

"What will you do with him?" he repeated, 
scoffingly. "How will you square his claims and 
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mine? If you should get your liberty again, 
my Countess, your favourite courier will slightly 
embarrass you ! " 

** You possess no claims." 

" Truly ? We will see that. But first, what will 
you d^ with him ? " 

" What shall I do ? I will tell you. Give him 
my life, and defy yours/* 

" Ah ! As his mistress or as his wife ?'' 

" ffis wife/' 

"Indeed! And make him a chieftain in Rou- 
melia, I suppose ? " 

" Why not ? " 

" Why not, truly ! He will be admirably fitted 
to play the mountain king, the barbarie lord ; and 
you — ^well, your new faney may endure six months. 
I will give it that léase of life ; and then — ^men 
easily disappear in those hill fastnesses, where every 
creature is your humble vassal ! " 

Her face flushed with a dark tempestuous shadow 
as she heard ; she gave one movement, rapid, pas- 
sionate, involuntary — it was to raise her pistol for 
the signal shot. The gesture was restrained ; she 
looked her antagonist firmly in the eyes. 

" Cease this. There are none here to be cheated 
with your outrages, and to insult me will bring you 
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no result. Once for all, hear and understand ; — ^this 
one man has become dear to me, and, what is more, 
is honoured by me. I shall be true to him, and I 
shall defend him — as he has given truth and defence 
to me." 

The words were very passionless, but they were 
inflexible as steel; his face changed lividly as he 
heard. 

" Wait ! You know the fate we give desertéis ? ** 

" Death ? Well, you can slay me if you wilL It 
will worthily cióse your course. Be sure of this — 
you will not scare me with the threat of it." 

" Threat ! Miladi, you will íind it more than 
threat." 

" Too likely. But I shall be his before it is borne 
out." 

" What ! you love him well enough to risk death 
for him — such a death ! — ^by night, by stealth, in 
your beauty, in your youth 1 " 

" Else should I love little." 

The Qreek looked at her in silence for a moment. 
He had dealt with her in many moods, but never 
yet in one where this emotion ruled her. He had 
never known its pulse beat in her ; he was stunned 
and bewildered by his own rage; he could almost 
have found it in his soul to deal her there and 
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then the fate that she so tranquilly accepted and 
defied. 

"Wait, then," he said, slowly, " You do not fear 
it for yourself — do you for him ? " 

She did not answer ; he saw a slight shiver pass 
over her ; he had foxínd the one weak link through 
which to pierce the annour of her proud and 
resoluto strength. • 

*' You do ? That is well. Then listen to one 
waming : the first night this man sleeps in your 
arms shall be his last. Wed him and kill him, if 
you like ! " 



CHAPTER VI. 

"THE SERPENT'S VOICE LESS SUBTLE." 

The fishing hamlet lay under the shadow of a 
sea-wom, red-brown, suUen clifif, that had the mists 
of the dawn still on its rugged forehead, and the 
foam of the uprising tide now aiigrily splashing its 
feet ; a mighty foi*tress of rock, that would break 
from its gloom to a wonderful beauty when the sun 
shoukl come round to the west, and the glory spread 
over the waters. There were but four or five cabins, 
(Iropped in among the loóse piles of stone and the 
palé plumos of the sand grasses ; huts low nestled, 
and hidden like the nests on northem beaches of 
the sea-hovering tern. And these fewwere deserted; 
the men had been out two days with their boats and 
their nets, and their womankind were alone left, 
with children wild-haired and ruddy-cheeked, and 
with naked limbs of a marvellous mould and grace, 
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who lived all day long waist-deep in water, and slept 
all night long on a wet sail, and not seldom crushed 
the seaweed between their bright hard teeth in tlie 
sheer desire of famine ; and yet who, with all that, 
might have thanked God, had they known it, that 
they were bom by the water's width and to the 
water's liberty, instead of in the stifling fumace of 
cities, where human lives breathe their first and 
their last, never having known what one breath 
of ocean wind blows like, or what the limitless 
delight of a horizon line can mean. They and 
their mothers said little, comprehended less. The 
shine of silver made their eyes glisten, but they 
could give nothing in return for it. Of the 
boats, there was not one left ; not the craziest 
craft that ever was hauled high upon a beach to 
be broken up into firewood ; ñor of the boys did 
one remain of years enough to handle a rope or 
hold a tiller. 

He stood on the narrow strip of yellow sand, 
wifh the ripple of the foam rolling upward and over 
his feet, and looked over the sweet, fresh, tumultuous 
vastness of the waters as men, when camels and 
mules, and even the hardy sons of the soil, have 
perished one by one in their rear, look over the 
stretch of the desert where no aid is to be called, no 
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change can come, except the aid and the change of 
the death that shall leave their flesh to the vulture, 
their bones to the bleach of the noon. 

All he had done had been in vain. 

Reaching the sea, they were as far from liberty as 
when the monastery*s doors had closed them in; 
iinless some vessel could be chartered to bear west- 
ward before the day should be at its meridian, they 
must tum back, and share the wolf's lair, the hare's 
terror, the stag's life of torture, when on eveiy breeze 
may come the note of cha^e, when every curUng moss 
and broken leaf may bear a mark to bring the 
hunters down. 

There was not a sail in sight, as far as his eyes 
could reach over the water line ; it might be two or 
three nights more yet, as the women told him, before 
the fishing-boats would come in ; to leave her for 
the length of time needful to traverse the coast 
was impossible ; he saw no course but to retrace 
his steps to her, and leave the choice of their 
retreat with her. 

He stood there some moments, looking westward 
from the beach, his head sank, his thoughts were very 
weary ; he was condemned to the torture of inaction, 
the deadliest trial that can be fastened on high 
courage and on eager energies. He tumed swiftly 
YOL. ni. H 
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as he heard steps passing along the loóse stones that 
made a sort of stairway from the high ground, down 
between two steep and leaning sides of rock, and 
looked up in anxious hope of welcoming some boat- 
man who could help him to a vessel. As he did so, 
the moming sun, shining from the east, that faced 
him as he tumed, fell full upon his head and throat, 
and standing thus, catching the brightest gusten of 
the moming beams, the barcarolo dress served little 
to disguise him, and through the mist-wreaths that 
still hovered round all the upper border of the shore, 
his eyes, ere escape or avoidance was possible, met 
those of the man above upon the broken tiers of 
cliff. 

They were the keen blue serene eyes of Victor 
Vana 

For a moment they looked in silence at each other, 
met thus face to face, in the coolness of the young 
day, in the solitude of the unfrequented shore. Then, 
with an easy supple grace, the man, in whom Ercel- 
doune's instinct felt a foe, swimg himself down- 
ward from ledge to ledge, and dropped upon 
the sands beside him, with the common cour- 
tesies of a carelessly astonished and complimentary 
greeting. 

" I carne to bathe ; I am staying for a villeggiatura 
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not far from this," he said, as his words of welcome 
closed. " You are yachting, I suppose ? " 

" No." 

" No ? I thought that fisher-costume was surely 
a sailor's dress. May I ask what brings you, then, 
to this world-forgotten nook ? " 

"I carne to get a boat, and a boat's crew if I 
could." 

" Ah ! you have lost your way ? " 

" I know the coast welL I merely need a boat — 
of what kind matters little. Can you help me ? " 

" I grieve to say no. My friends' residence is some 
way from here ; and, besides, they have not even a 
pleasure skifif ; they care nothing for the water. But 
you would not put out to the open sea in a mere 
boat ? " 

" Why so ? " 

" Why ! Because I fancy no man would who was 
not weary of his Ufe — or whose life was not menaced 
on the land." 

Erceldoune looked up ; with a flash of his fiery 
impatience. 

" Explain that phrase." 

" Transíate it for yourself." 

"Not I. I am in no mood for enigmas. You had 
your meaning ; out with it ! " 

M 2 
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Vane looked him steadily in the face ; a serious, 
compassionate, candid gaze. 

" I am sorry you tinist me so little." 

Omamented protests would have forewarned and 
forearmed his listener, whom the simplicity and man- 
liness of the reply piit oflF his guard ; they made the 
loyal, generous nature that they dealt with repent as 
of some sin of false suspicion ; rebuke itself, as for 
some ignominy of cowardly injustice. Moreover, 
Erceldoune saw that he knew much — ^how much it 
was best to leam at once, let the learning cost what 
it should. 

" He has eaten at her board ; he has enroUed 
himself her friend: he cannot turn traitor to 
her ; he cannot play false to a woman ! *' his 
thoughts ran swiftly, in the tumult of a thousand 
emotions. It seemed to him so vile a thing, 
that to suspect even his rival of it looked base to 
him. 

" Let US waste no words," he said, rapidly, while he 
stood facing the new-comer with the challenge of his 
gallant regard testing the truth of that glance which 
met them. "Time is life to me, and more than life. 
You guess rightly so far. Answer me two things. 
What do you know ? — and why should you be 
trusted ? " 
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"The latter question, I imagine, one gentleman 
should scarcely put to another ! " 

"That may be. I am in no temper for these 
subtleties. I know nothing of you except through 
rumour. Such rumour would not incline me to 
place confidence in you. You used strange language : 
you seem aware of my present peril. Simply, say 
what it is you know." 

The other, with a dignity that had in it the com- 
passionate forbearance of one who respects and pities 
another whose insolence he can afibrd to pass over 
and extenúate, answered him, without hesitation, in 
a grave and regretful accent. 

"Well, — I forgive your inuendo on myself, since 
the extremity of your peril may serve to excuse it, 
and I believe that this peril has fallen on you 
through a rashly noble and generous action. We 
have met here singularly enough. I do not know 
— ^positively — anything of your actions or position ; 
but I should be half a fool did I not divine much 
of both. Briefly, we are both acquainted with a fair 
revolutionist, who has been made a prisoner of the 
royal executive. I heard, late last night, that she 
had been rescued from her captivity — rescued by a 
man in a fisher dress, who displayed the most 
reckless chivalry in her defence, and even implicated 
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himself so deeply as.to use violence to Qiulio Villaflor, 
whereby Monsignore lies now in danger at his monas- 
tery of Tavema. I heard this; such news soon 
spreads, specially to Court and Clmrch ; and 1 heard 
also that both soldieis and sbirri are on the track of 
the fugitivos, who are known to have made their 
way seaward. Now xjan you wonder tbat it needs 
no great exercise of intelligence to recognise in you 
the harcarolo who despoiled Church and State of 
their captivo, and to conclude that the vessel you 
stand in need of is to he employed in the service of 
Miladi Idalia> for whom, living or dead, both Church 
and State would give as weighty a reward as the full 
coffers of the one and the lean treasures of the other 
could afford to jdeld ? Scant penetration is requisito 
for such a discovery; every sailor on the coast 
will make it with me in a few hours' time. It is 
not a little thing to free a political prisoner, and 
to leave a mighty prelate half dead among his own 
monks." 

He spoke perfectly quietly, his oyes, with an 
unusual melancholy, looking straight and calm 
into the oyes of the man before him — eyes that 
said without words, "You see, she and you are 
in my power. One word from me, and both are 
lost ! '' 
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Erceldoune gazed at him, answering nothing ; his 
chest and sides heaved like those of some magnifi- 
cent animal caught in the toils of the trapper. He 
cared nothing for his own life ; he would have sold 
it dearly, content enough, if he died worthily ; but 
she — for her he had no strength ; for her he had no 
courage ; for her he could sue "what he would never 
for himself have sought ; for her the grave was hor- 
rible to him. 

To parry facts with lies, to tum aside discovery 
with subtle feints, was not in him ; to deny that 
which he knew to be a truth never even passed his 
thoughts. This was another calamity, another 
danger, the darkest, perhaps, that could have 
come on them ; but his instinct was to brave and 
meet it, not to slink from it under a poltroon^s 
mask of falsehood. He went with a single step 
cióse up to his companion's side, and stood above 
him. 

" Grant your conclusions right — what then ? " 

" That is rather for you to aüswer. Your futuro 
is a very hazardous one.'* 

" I did not speak of my future, but of your course. 
What will it be r ' 

" Do you insinúate that I should betray you ? " 

" I do not insinúate ; I ásk. If the world may be 
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believed, you have not been always noted for your 
fealty." 

" Coarse language, and not over-wise " 

"I cannot stop to refino, ñor yet, perhaps, to 
reason. Tell me how I am to deal with you. As 
friend or íbe ? " 

" Sir, that is scarcely the way to leam. Diplo- 
macy would not díctate such rough-and-ready ques- 
tions." 

" Possibly. But I am no diplomatist." 

"I imagine not. No one would suspect you 
of it.'' 

" Spare your satire. Give me a plain answer." 

" Not a popular thing, commonly." 

Erceldoune shook with rage. This play of words 
was to him in his extremity as the irritation of 
the whip's light lash is to the caged tiger in its 
wrath. He flung himself away with an unconscious 
violence. 

" Do your worst, if you choose to do it. Go and 
tum traitor against the woman at whose table you 
sat, and under whose roof you were welcome. Ad- 
venturers fitly end in renegados." 

" Wait. You mistake." 

Erceldoune paused. 

" Show me my error, and I will confess it." 
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Vane smiled a little, in compassion. This nature, 
so warm, so bold, so free from every suspicion, so 
willing to avoid every injustice, seemed to him so 
pitiable in its simplicity ; its naked strength, that 
could so easily be pierced ; its unselfish impulses, 
that could so easily be duped ; its creed of truth, 
that was followed so blindly and so recklessly ! 

" You wrong me," he said, with that tranquil dig- 
nity which had again replaced the ironic fiivolity of 
his usual manner — " wrong me greatly. Think but 
a moment, and you will yourself see how. The 
cause for which Madame de Vassalis has been 
arraigned is mine ; would it be likely that I should 
find favour with Court or Church, even were I base 
enough to seek it ? She is the life, the soul, the 
inspiration, often the treasury, of our projects, the 
Manon Roland of our latter-day Girondists ; is it not 
palpable that what strikes at her must strike at us ? 
Besides, leaving every such reason aside, can you 
believe that, as a guest, I should harm my hostess ; 
as a man, betray a woman ? Bather do me some 
measure of justice. Believe, at least, that I can 
have some admiration, some sympathy for your 
magnificent daring; quixotic I may deem it, but 
reverence it I must" 

Erceldoune heard him, swayed against his judg- 
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ment, ínfluenced against his instincts. The tone of 
the appeal touched that temper of trust añd of libe- 
rality always dominant in him ; he hated this man^ 
but to let his hate prejudice him to injustice seemed 
very vile in his sight ; he thought that he owed a 
wider measure of justice, a more limitless extensión 
of tolerance, to an enemy than a friend ; where his 
impulses set him against, there he felt that his 
hononr should more closely strive for faimess to. a 
foe. A code'that had in its results, perhaps, a foUy 
unutterable, yet had in its root a magnanimity scarce 
less great, and such as men would do well to strive 
after in giving judgment. 

" Trusted, even a scoundrel will quit his baseness. 
And, if he have ever loved her, he can hardiy 
be a traitor to her," his thoughts ran as he 
paused there, and heard the measured sweetness 
of his rivars voice. And on those thoughts he 
spoke, making the error that • costs so many dear — 
the error of gauging another character by the mea- 
sure of his own. 

" If I wronged you, I ask your pardon. Your jests 
fell sharply on a heart so sore as mine. You have 
our Uves in your power ; for her sake, hold them 
sacredly. AU the help you can give us is silence. I 
thank you for your promise of that Farewell ! And 
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forget my words if they did you an injury. They 
were spoken in passion and haste." 

For the moment the words touched his hearer — 
awoke something of sfaame^ something of admira* 
tíon, something of compassion^ that had no scom in 
it, but a dim instinct of honour for this noble mad- 
ness tiat believed in him, for this self-rebuke that 
was spoken so generously, content to take blame 
rather than to hold to an unjustified suspicion. All 
the cruelty of jealousy, all the pitilessness of hatred, 
all the unmerciful heartlessness of craft, were in him 
against the man whóm he instinctively knew that 
the woman he coveted loved. Yet they were for an 
instant stilled under the vague emotion that woke 
in him — that emotion of involuntary homage which 
even the shallowest and the basest natures will at 
times yield reluctantly to the greatness of a brave 
sincerity. 

But it was very fleeting with him; too fleeting 
to chango the hard set purpose that had possessed 
him from the moment when his knowledge of his 
rivales temper had made him at once divine who had 
been the deliverer of their mistress, and had sent 
him seaward to trust to hazard for the accident that 
should bring him across the fugitive*s path. 

He stretched his hand out with ñrank grace» 
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" That was very nobly said. We may surely be 
friends ? " 

Erceldoune did not take his hand. 

" Pardon me — ^my friendships are few, and I add 
to them rarely. Aid Aer, and no friend shall be so 
cióse to me as you." 

" You speak strongly. Is the Countess Vassalis 
so dear to you, then ? " 

" Judge by the risk I bave mn for her." 

"True! You are not the first '' 

" The first for what ? " 

" Well — ^the first who thought his life well lost for 
her. And — ^forgive me the question, I have known 
her so long — ^what does she promise you for it ? " 

" I fail to apprehend you." 

" You do ? I mean, what reward does that fairest 
and most fatal of sorceresses promise you if ever you 
escape the dangers you have incurred for the sake of 
her eloquent eyes ? " 

" Her insults are mine. By what right do you 
use such a tone V* 

"By what right do you constitute yourself her 
champion ? It will be a thankless office ! " 

" By the right of a man to defend his wife's 
honour." 

Jn the deep shadow of the overhanging cliff he 



t( 



THE serpent's voice less sübtle." 173 



did not see the 'oshen colour to which the faimess of 
his listener's face faded ; in the tumult of his own 
thoughts and passions he did not hear the quick, 
sharp catch of his companion*8 breath. It was soon 
suppressed in a careless, soft, ironic laugh. 

*' Ah ! Miladi must think her jeopardy very immi- 
nent. She never proflfered so heavy a bribe before." 

Erceldoune's hands fell on his shoulders, swaying 
him heavily to and fro. 

" What do you dare to mean by that ! " 

" Simply what I say." 

" Why ? Am I so loathsome ? " 

" Certainly not. You are a magnificent man ; the 
very man for a lover. But marriage " 



" Finish your sentence. Marriage- 
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" May be a word on her lips, but will never be a 
chain upon her liberties." 

" You dare to mean " 

" Reléase me, and I will tell you what I mean. I 
do not speak for any threats of forcé." 

Erceldoune slowly let go his hold, and stood before 
him with the moming sun-gleam on his face that 
was stormily flushed. His rivaVs eyes met his 
serenely ; in the calm transparent depths there was 
an unspoken pity that made his listener's blood glow 
like lava. 
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" In a word — ^I mean this. She has bought you 
with syren words ; do you dream how many she has 
bought likewise before you, and — destroyed ? " 

*^ I know that no man living shall insult her ñame 
to me unpunished." 

" Ah ! you will stop my lips with a blow ? 
Honourable women do not need such tragical de- 
fence. Let me ask you one thing only " 

« Ask it." 

" Who fired at you in the Carpathians ? " 

In the warm glow of the summer dawn Ercel- 
doune's limbs grew chiUy with a sudden sickly cold. 
He did not answer. He divined the drift of the 
inquiíy. 

" You do not know ! You should do so. Did 
you ever ask this woman who is to be your wife ? " 

His chest heaved heavily with hard-drawn breaths ; 
his memories were with the evening just passed by, 
when the sunset had shed its ruddy hues on the face 
of the slumbering Greek, and she had bade him 
spare that worthless life with a passionate forcé of 
supplication to which she had never stooped when 
her own existence had been in jeopardy. But he 
was too loyal to her for his answer not to rise hot 
and instant to his lips. 

" Ask her ? Would I do her so much outrage ?" 
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" Yet no one could tell you so welL" 

" What ! you are vile enough to say " 

" The villany is not mine ! I say that Idalia Vas- 
salis can tell you better who is the man that sought 
to take your life than can any one else in Europe." 

Erceldoune heard in silence ; he felt giddy, blind, 
heartsick ; his knowledge of her association with his 
enemy was lying like a dead weight on the indig- 
nant scom with which he would. without it, have 
flung back the insult offered her ; the remembrance 
was upon him of her intercession that had screened 
the criminal from justice, of her conjuration that had 
interposed between the guilty and his retribution, of 
the mingling of shame and of terror that had broken 
and bent her haughty nature like a reed. 

" You lie/' he said, savagely, seeking only to de- 
fend her at all hazards. " She never knew ; — he is 
her foe not less than mine." 

" Ah ! she has spoken of him then ! " 

" What if she have ? " 

"Nothing. She said he was her foe, did she? 
What other things did she say of him ? " 

Erceldoune*s hand seized him by the linen of his 
vest, and shook him as a strong gi-asp will shake the 
slender stem of a larch-tree. 

" You will make a brute of me ! You have some 
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hellish meaning hidden — speak it out, if you have a 
man's heart in you. What would you daré bring 
against her ? " 

Vane freed himself with difficTilty, and moved 
slightly aside ; but there was no anger in the seré- 
nity of his voice, only some pity and much patience. 

" I have nothing hidden ; if you hear me, you will 
know as much as I know. I see your error; many 
have made it. You have thought in such divinity of 
form divinity of soul must dwelL Scores have made 
your mistake, and died for it — as you may before the 
game is out. Miladi has had many lovers, and — 
dead men tell no tales." 

He paused; his rivales hand was on his mouth, 
and the steel tube of a pistol was pressed against his 
forehead. 

" Another syllable like that, and, by Heaven ! I 
will shoot you with the lie on your lips." 

Courage had never been lacking in him ; his eyes 
looked up none the less tranquilly into the dark, 
flushed, haggard face above him, though the cold 
ring of the weapon pressed its mark on his skin. 

"You can, if you choose. I am unarmed. You 
will oblige your mistress too. I know many of her 
secrets." 

Erceldoune's arm fell to his side; he shivered 
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through all his frame ; he could not use violence to 
a man without the power to return it ; he could not 
forcé to silence words which, if he refused to hear 
them, he would seem to know were true in all their 
shame. He dropt the pistol down on the sands 
between them, and crossed his arms on his chest. 

"Say your worst. Our reckoning shall come 
later." • 

" Well, my worst is — ^the truth. You love this 
woman ; but you are not in her confidence ; you 
never will be." 

He saw a quiver of pain break the wrath on his 
listener's face, and he saw that the bolt had struck 
home. 

" You believe everything she tells you ? I never 
found the man who did not. I doubt if a man can 
look long at her, and see clearly, unless he have known 
her well, and come forewamed to her — as I came. 
Well, you have thought her a mistress for ' Shaks- 
peare's self ;* you have seen her in great dangers; 
you have imagined her fouUy wronged ; you have 
cast away all your heart on her, and now are casting 
your life away after it. And you do all this without 
ever having asked yourself and the world what a 
woman must be who, titled, is yet out of society ; 
who, young, yet recklessly defies all custom ; who,rich, 
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can summon round her none but men^ and those men 
adventurera or conspirators ; who shelters your 
assassin in her Turkísh gardens, yet affects all igno- 
ranee of his identity or vicinage ; and who, driven at 
last to speak of him, tells you he is her foe, yet 
omits altogether to explain why, if so, she has so long 
shielded him from your discovery and the law's 
justice. You love, and therefore you are blind. Yet 
is it possible that even that blindness" can be so 
utterly dark that you have never remembered all 
these things ? " 

The black blood gathered in his listener's face ; he 
kept his passions down, because, for her sake, he held 
it best to hear all her calumniator would bring against 
her ; but they well-nigh mastered him, rising the 
darker and the stronger for the keen pang of truth 
that every shaft of the abhorred words stung him 
with — ^truth that she had herself placed it beyond 
his power to refute. 

" Go on," he said, simply. " You called yourself 
her friend, I think ? " 

The rebuke was bitter, yet it did not move the 
man it lashed. 

" Scarcely so much," he retumed, quietly. '' Her 
acquaintance — indeed, her associate in not a few 
political matters — ^but scarcely her friend. Miladi's 
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friendships are too perilous. Look you; I had a 
Mend once, an Austrian, thougli I bear Austria no 
love. Wé had been láds together in Venetia, and 
the war-feuds failed to divide us. I think he was 
the brightest and the bravest nature I have ever 
known. Well, in an evil hour he fell, as you have 
done, under the eyes of Idalia. He had a military 
secret in his keeping ; a secret, granted, that was of 
import to Italy, so perhaps you will deem what she 
did was justified for Italy's sake. I might have done 
so, had I not known him from his boyhood ; I might 
have done ; — ^who touches politics fast grows a knave. 
Well, she sunned him in her smiles, till sense and 
judgmentbothwere gone — as yours are gone. Then, 
while she promised him her beauty as its price, 
she stole his secret from him — ^bought it with those 
caresses you believe are only* yours — and, when his 
honour was yielded up to her, tumed him adrift with 
a laugh at his weakness. Ah ! that is Miladi's way ! 
So — I saw him shot one sunny summer dawn ; with 
the balls in his throat, fired by a voUey of his own 
Cuirassiers. Politically, we owed her much; per- 
sonally, I never in my soul could trust the woman 
who betrayed Hugo/* 

Erceldoune shook through all his limbs; the 
spasm not alone of rage but of a more cruel emotion. 

V 2 
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The tale bad too cióse a likeness with her own self- 
aocusing confession, her own keenness of remorse^ 
not to bear a burden of possibility with it — ^a hideous 
surfetce of truth which made it impossible it should 
be cast away'as calumny. Yet through the dizzy 
misery that carne upon him he gi-asped one thought 
still foremoBt of all — to defend her. 

" Is that all you stayed me to tell ? " he asked. 
" It was not worth your while. I have no heed for 
libek" 

" It is not alL I know well that my words are 
wasted, and that you think me a slanderer for them : 
that is a matter of course. Hugo thought me the 
same when I told him what the tendemess of his 
imperial mistress would prove worth. I will not 
strain your patience longer ; let us keep cióse to one 
fact — the attempt upon your life. You deny the 
association of Idalia Vassalis with that crime ? '* 

" I deny it— utterly." 

His voice had a harsh vibration in it like the tone 
of one who speaks under unbearable pbysical suffer- 
ing. He denied it in her ñame ; but whilst he did 
HO there ate like fire into him the remembrance of 
tbat horror, that remorse, that passion, with which 
she had looked upon the Greek, and held him fi-om 
his vengeance. With his last breath he would have 
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declared her guiltless ; with his last thought held her 
so ; yet the shadow of guilt fell on her, and he could 
not diive from her the taint and the tarnish of its 
reproach. 

" You do ? She is indebted for your chivalry," 
resumed the slow, sweet voice of his companion. 
" I see how little you must ever have heard of the 
fínest mistress of intrigues that Europe holds, to 
jrield it so unhesitatingly. Now bear with me a 
moment while I ask you why you are so certain that 
she had no share in the attack made on you ? " 

" Ask yourself. You know her." 

"And you mean that none who do can doubt 
her being the proudest and the purest, as well as the 
fairest among women ? Ah ! but then I have passed 
by that stage ; / knew her by repute long before I 
ever saw her face. Your reasons for thinking her 
both innocent and ignorant of your attempted assas- 
sination are these : that she was on the spot at the 
time you were shot down ; that she saved your life, 
and concealed the action even from yourself, allowing 
it to be believod that Moldaviau herdsmen rescued 
you ; that you chased the leader of the band as far as 
the gardens of her villa at Constantinople, and there 
lost sight of him> though the walls of the gardens 
were so disposed that he could only have been con- 
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cealed within them, if not in the house itself ; that she 
invited you to spend many hours alone with her in 
her Eastem hermitage^ and so spent them that she 
found little difficulty in making you believe her all 
she would ; that she then sought to throw you oflf by 
leaving you abruptly without any clue to her move- 
ments; and that when you persisted, against her 
wish, in seeking her, you found her, first the asso- 
ciate, and a little later the fellow-prisoner, with the 
men of that very party of extreme liberalists to whom 
you have always attributed the murderous onslaught 
made on you. These are your reasons for holding 
her innocent of all treason to you ; they would not 
be very weighty evidences in law and in logic." 

As the chain of circumstances uncoiled link by 
link in the terse, unadomed words, it seemed to 
tighten in bands of iron about the heart of the man 
who trusted not less than he loved her. His face 
changed terribly as all the forcé of meaning and of 
circumstance aiTayed itself against her, and the 
vague doubts, that he had strangled in their birth as 
blasphemies against her, stood out in unveiled lan- 
guage. A dogged, savage, suUen darkness lowered 
on his features ; it had never been on them before 
then ; it was a ferofeity wholly akin to his nature, 
hardened and émbittered by the knowledge of his 
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own powerlessness to repel or to refute the evidence 
arraigned. They were but facts which were quoted 
— facts not even distorted in the telling ; the infe- 
rence drawn from them was the inevitable one, how- 
ever his loyalty to her disowned it. He felt driven 
to bay ; he was fettered to inaction by the know- 
ledge that on him alone her safety hung ; he was 
weighted to silence by the memories which thronged 
on him of her own acts and words, of that poignant 
remorse which had sunk so deeply into her nature, 
of that self-condemnation which had so unsparingly 
condemned her. Yet amidst all he never hesitated 
in her defence, and his eyes fastened on her accuser 
with a steady unyielding gaze. 

" I am no casuist and no rhetorican ; you are both. 
Once for all — no more words. If you have been her 
friend, you are a traitor ; if you have been her foe, 
you are a slanderer. Either way, one word more, 
and I ^vill choke you like a dog." 

" An unworthy and a coarse threat. What false- 
hood have I told you yet ? I named but facts." 

" Your outline might be fact. It was your colour 
was the lie." 

" I think not. I can prove to you that your mis- 
tress was in the secret of your assassius." 

" And your motive in that ? " 
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The lion-like eyes of Erceldoune literally blazed 
their fire into those that met them with unchanged 
serenity. There were volumes in the three words ; 
all of distnist, disbelief, hatred, and scorn that his 
heart held for the one who had tumed counsellor to 
him. Their sting pierced deep ; but the wound of 
it was covered. 

" My motive is this. A party with which I was to 
a great extent associated, yet from whose measures 
I very often dissented, implicated me by their ex- 
treme opinions in many courses that I utterly disap- 
preved, and implicated my ñame still oftener un- 
known to me. I am entirely against all violence and 
all fraud — not from virtue — I do not aflfect virtue — 
but from common sense. Politically, much is per- 
missible " 

" I am not inclined to hear your creed. I make 
no doubt that it is an elastic one ! Your motive ? " 

" You pass it in your haste. I endeavour to ex- 
plain it. I became entangled in earliest youth with 
men whose association has been the greatest injury 
of my career. I have never been able whoUy to free 
myself from their influence, but I have long ceased 
to countenance their more unscrupulous intrigues — 
not from virtue, I distinctly say, from policy. It is 
a lack of sagacity that produces all crimes ; nothing 
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else ; except an excess of animalism, which produces 
the same results, because it amounts to the same 
thing." 

" Spai'e your ethics ! Your motive ? " 
" Springs from the inability of my late associates 
to discem the kinship of crime and foolishness. 
When I first heard of your robbery, I had my sus- 
picions ; I was baffled in my inquines ; I believed 
that men with whom my ñame was connected were 
concemed in it, but they feared that I should leam 
their complicity, and for some time succeeded in con- 
cealing it. Recently — indeed, the day before the 
affair of Antina — I found my suspicions right. I am 
ashamed to say that I have traced that melodramatic 
villany to those who cali themselves of my party, 
although I have fuUy and finally broken ofif all col- 
lusion with them. In a word, I have felt disgraced 
that men with whom I have been alUed should have 
been capable of such an outrage, and so much repa- 
ration as can lie in the acknowledgment is of course 
your immediate due. I care little how you revengo 
yourself, so that yourvengeance maybe the executor 
of mine for the deception passed on me. Moreover, 
in leaming the truth of the crime you suffered írom^ 
I learnt what you have a right to know, since you 
believe the Countess Yassalis worthy the surrender 
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of your own Ufe, whick is probably the cost you will 
pay sooner or later for your loyal efiforts to save 
her." 

Erceldoune breathed fast and heavily ; a sicken- 
ing sense of mystery, of treacheiy, of evil, of half- 
truths told him only that by them he might be led 
deeper iuto error, was upon him. 

" Had I twenty Uves, she commands them," he 
said briefly. "Say out your meaning — ^honestly, if 
you can." 

" Very simply, then ; — ^the woman to whom you 
would give a score of Uves, if you had them, has 
from ñrst to last sheltered your assassin from you, 
and has counterfeited tend,emess for you that she 
might gain an influence strong enough to enable her 
to tum aside your vengeance from the only man 
IdaUa VassaUs ever loved." 

The words were cold, clear, incisive, calm with the 
tranquiUity of unwai-ped truth. Under them he stag- 
gered süghtly, Uke one who reels under a deep knife- 
thrust ; his hands feU once more on his torturer*8 
shoulders, swaying him dizzily to and fra 

" Own that you Ue, or by " 

The closing path rattled hard in his throat; in 
the moment he could have choked her traducer dead 
with no more thought, no more remorse, thaii men 
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strangle the adder that has destroyed the life t]iey 
treasure closest. 

Vane, deficient neither in courage ñor in supple 
strength, shook himself loóse with a rapid movement, 
and lifting the pistol from the sands, held it out with 
a grave, gracéfiíl gesture, as though the weaponwere 
abranchofpalttL 

" Take it back, and lay me dead with it, if you 
find that I tell you untruth." 

" Yes — ' if/ I am no slanderer weaving a legend ; 
no gossiper trafficking in cobweba I teU you a 
hard, unglazed, pitiless fact ; there are many such in 
the history of the woman you imagine has so stain- 
less, so martyred, so royal a soid ! Take back your 
weapon, and use it if I play you false. You are 
longing to kill me now — I see that in your look; 
but you are a lion, not a fox, and so you will not 
kill in the dark. Make it day about you, broad 
noonday, by which you can read the dippths of your 
mistress's heart, and then — ^if she prove guiltless and 
I a liar — ^then compénsate yourself as you wilL" 

Erceldoune answered nothing. A dusky reddened 
light was glowing in the darkness of his eyes, the 
light that glows in a dog's when the longing to seize 
and rend is rousing in it ; his blood felt like fire ; the 
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dawn seemed to gi-ow like night ; the corrosión of a 
jealous hate was in bim^ and in its evil all other 
memories were drowned, all desires quenched, all 
loyalty loosened. 

The other touched him as he tumed and strode 
• over the wet stone-strewn beach. 

" Wait. Where do you go ? '' 

"I go to 'make it daylight/ as you say— daylight 
strong enough to unbare your villany.** 

" But first you must hear " 

" I have heard too much." 

" Stop an instant. Remember, I have known the 
story of IdaUa as you wiU never know it." 

"The more you know, the more honour should 
bind you into silence." 

" Madman ! When I tell you " 

" Mad I may be. Rather that than a traitor." 

" It is a traitress of whom we speak." 

Erceldoune's eyes flashed a strange glance into 
bis ; it was scorching as fire, yet it had in it a ter- 
rible appeal. 

" Take care what you do. You will mdke me kill 
you." 

*' No. But I will make you prove my words truth 
or slander." 

" I go to do it/' 
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" You think you do ; you do not. You go to hear 
a few soft words from lips that have duped the 
subtlest intriguers in Europe^ and to believe every 
phrase tbat they breatbe witb a kiss upon yours, as 
tbough it were witnessed by angels ! I tell you that 
my honour shall not rest upon so wayward and so 
frail a thing as her caprice of inventioa" 

"And / tell you that her honour shall not rest 
upon the tongues of traitors, You have dared to 
say she shielded my assassin " 

" I say more ; — I say she loved him. No ! Take 
your hand off ; you can seek my life later on ; at 
present you must. save your own, if you do not want 
a Bourbon bullet through your lungs for this woman 
who has fooled you, as she fools us alL There is one 
man^ one only, that your mistress ever loved. She 
has wearied of him now, found him a thorn in her 
side, leamed to bate him as such women can hate, 

r 

drawn all the fragrance from her rose, and thrown 
the oíd withered leaves away— ODly the leaves are 
poisoned, and they cling, they cling ! One man she 
loved, and she lavished her gold on him, and she 
reared her ambitions for him, and she was half his 
slave and half his sovereign, while she was for all the 
world beside that beautiful, cruel, wanton, pitiless, 
divine, and devilish sorceress that we know. She 
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has had mány lovers, but she duped them all. This 
man she never duped. A panther, with a velvet eye 
and a gloñous beauty ; a sun-god^ with the soul of a 
fox and the heart of a caiTÍon-crow— nothing more. 

But who sball measure the passionate fancies of a 

^ • 

woman ?— and such a woman? Well, she loved him; 
and he was your assassin. No way so sure to shield 
him, as to bring you under her dominance! It may 
be, it 18 trae, that whilst fooling you for his sake, 
you dethroned him, and she grew in earnest^ and 
it is he who is now to be thrown ad leones. It 
may be ; Miladi has had many such caprioes ! That 
you may know I say truth, and not falsehood, go and 
put but two questions to her. Ask her first, who 
the man is who left yoü for dead in the mountains. 
Ask her last, what the tie is that binds her to the 
companion of her life, Conrad Phaulcon/* 

Erceldoune had listened, without a word, without 
a breath, his face with that tempestuous darkness 
lowered on it, and a great horror, a great misery 
gazing vacantly out from his dilated eyes. Yet the 
loyalty and the faith in him were stronger than all 
tests that wning them ; he struggled to keep his 
hold upon them, and to keep them puré, unsoiled, 
unswerving, as men may strain to guard their honour 
unwarped, when all the dizzy world about them 
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reeks with infamy, and presses them on to 
crime. 

" I wül ask her/* he said, hoarsely, while his lips 
were white and dry as dust. "Not to prove her 
purity, but to prove yoiir shame/' 

Then, without another syllable, he tumed and. 
set his face southward, and went by great swift 
steps, that sank into the 8and> backward to where 
he had left her — backward, with the Sicilian 
sea lying silent and nntroubled by his course, 
and the sun rising higher from over the red wall of 
rock. Belief in what he had heard there was none, 
even yet, in his heart ; off the brave allegiance of his 
rash nobility the evil fell, finding no grappling-place, 
no resting-lair ; but on him a heavy, breathless, 
deadly oppression lay, and the first fear that his 
bold life had ever known ran like a current of 
ice through all his veins. The poison of doubt Jiad 
been breathed on him, and its plague spot widened 
and deepened, let him rend the canker out as he 
would. 

Once he stretched out his arms to the vacant air 
as he went on in his loneliness, as tíiough he saw her 
beauty, and drew it to him, though death should 
come with it. 

"Oh, my love, my love!" he muttered uncon* 
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sciously, in the longing of his soul. " What matter 
what you be, so you are mhíe / " 

. It was in the blindness of the senses that he spoke 
the mere idolatrous desire for the loveliness that to 
him had no likeness upon eai*th ; the cruel, intoxi- 
cated, fiery riot of the " love, lithe and fierce " that 
counts no cost to itself or to its prey, and that would 
plunge into an etemity of pain to purchase one short 
hour of its joy. A moment, and the nobler emo- 
tion in him rose ; the perfect faith, without which 
his one idolatry "vrould be but brutalised aban- 
donment, rebuked him ; his head sank, his eyes 
saw the grey, glooming sea, through a hot rush of 
tears. 

" God forgive me so much sin to her as lay in the 
mere thought ! *' he murmured as he went ; to think 
that the Kps which had lain on his had ever breathed 
the kisses which betray, to think that the heart which 
had beaten upon his had ever throbbed to the warmth 
of guilty pleasure, seemed to him a blasphemy against 
her that was sin itself. For, even though those lips 
should be his, even though that heart should beat for 
him, if there were past treachery or present infidelity 
in her life, she would be dead to him — dead, more 
cruelly than though the steel had pierced the faimess 
of her breast, and the golden trail of her hair been 
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drawD through the trampled dust of blood-stained 
streets. 

If truth abode not with her, and the fealty of 
hoDOur, she was dead to him. 

" If her eyes shrink from mine, let the seas cover 
me ! " he prayed in his soul ; and the length of the 
shore seemed endless to him, and the tawny stretcb 
of the beach to be the waste of a deserta and the surf, 
as it flowed up and broke at his feet, to forcé his 
steps backward and backward, and to bind his limbs 
as with lead. 

For many moments the man who had tortured 
him stood motionless, foUowing with his gaze the 
retreating shadow. The grave patience, the genile 
tranquillity, the subdued regret his features haa 
wom throughout their interview, passed away; a 
thousand emotions, a thousand shades of thought, of 
feeling, and of suffering, swept over them; alone 
there, with no living thing neai* him save the white 
gulls resting on the curl of the waves, he had no 
need to wear a mask, and he endured as sharp a 
misery as any he had dealt. 

The deadliest pang in it was shame ; the carking^ 
jealous, bitter shame that where he had failed 
another should have won; the knowledge that the 
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love borne her by the man who had left him waa to 
the love that he himself had borne as the purity and 
valué of purged gold against a pile of tinseL It 
8tilled in something the toitures of jealousy» it sated 
in something the thirst of hatred, to cast — were it 
only ín thought— irony and invective, and scoiixful 
calumny upon his rival ; it waa natural to him to 
despise with all the contempt of his fine and subtle 
intelligenoe a character that its own frankness and 
loyalty and high courage left naked to all poisoned 
shafts, and that was so rashly liberal in faith, so 
unwisely incapable of falsehood, so blindly and wildly 
careless to how it wrought its own weal and woe. 
Tet the most carking wound of all that now ached 
in him was the latent sense of superiority in the 
one who had supplanted him, who had succeeded 
where he had been vanquished, and whom he had 
regarded, with the cold disdain of a flippant wit, as 
holding all his worth and merít in an athlete's mere 
pbysical perfection of thews and sinews. Steeled 
against all such emotion as he was, the greatness 
and the nobleness of Erceldoune's £aith forced them- 
selves on him ; they wrung a reverence out of him de- 
bíate himself, and they dealt him a mortal pain ; pain 
that was in one sense vanity-moved, since it would no 
longer leave him the one solace of scom for his rival, 
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but a pain that sprang £rom, and that moved^ a deeper, 
better thing, — a recognition^ tardy and unwilling 
though it waS; of some greatness he had missed in 
mÍ88ipg trath ; some base and guilty cowardice that 
he had stooped to when once truth had passed from off 
his lips, banished with a scoff as only fit for fools. 

Beyond jealousy, beyond hatred, beyond eveiy 
other feeling in him as he stopd looking southward 
at the great shaft of russet stone that screened the 
pathway of his rival from his sight^ there was on him 
then an intense humiliation. Beside the sincerity, 
the fealty, the self-siirrender, the brave patience of a 
generous trust, hi£^ own subtleties looked so un- 
worthy, his own fine crafb so poor ; another conld 
Tender her a love that deemed life itself well lost for 
her, and he — he was her traitor ! 

There was enough of honour and enough of ten- 
demess in him for the contrast to strike into him, 
hard, sharp, swifb as steel. This man whom he had 
contemned with all the mockery of his brilliant 
mind had grown great in his sight simply through 
the ennobling influence of a mighty passion and a 
heroic faith. He still cursed these with his lips as 
insanity, as idiocy, but in his heart he knew their 
greatnesd — a greatness that he had by his own choioe, 
his own act, put far from him for ever. 

o 2 
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Away in tbe world again be woald again cleave to 
bis oíd creeds, and deem ibis moment womaniflb 
weakness ; but bere in tbe loneliness of tbe moming, 
nnder tbe sting of an intolerable torment, tbe man 
be bated was great in bis sigbt, and be bimself was 
base exceedingly. Wbere be stood, witb no eyes on 
bim tbat could read bis sbame, a red flusb slowly 
stole over tbe wanness of bis face ; none living oonld 
baye brougbt it tbere. but tbe scourge of bis own 
tbougbts did 

For tbougb be bad fallen willingly, tbe fall seemed 
to bim bideously vile ; as in tbe grey^ cold, unpitying 
ligbt of a dawn tbat brings bim no slumber, tbe sins 
and tbe burdens tbat a man counts recklessly, and 
bears ligbtly, in tbe crowds of tbe daytime and tbe 
dissipations of tbe nigbt, stand out in tbeir trae 
colour, and grow unendurable in bis sight and bis 
memory. 

But tbe better instinct too soon perished ; tbere 
was passion in bim, and passion cboked conscience ; 
he could not bave told wbether be most loved or 
most bated tbis woman, but wbicbever emotion 
Hwayed bim fuiihest, tbe jealousy tbat be bad so 
often laugbed at as a barbarism of a bygone age was 
Ikmh of botb, and in its fire quencbed all otber 
tbings. He felt for ber tbat covetous, sensual^ 
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pitiless growth of mingled envy^ admiration, and 

ambition, whicb, loDg affcer all tendemess has 
períshed out of ít, will retain all its imperious 
egotism, and all its tbirst for sweeping destruction 
of everytbing preferred before it. An acríd bitter- 
ness against her for ber príde^ ber power, ber keen 
wit, and ber fearless intellect, bad been blent witb 
tbe earliest bours of bis subjugation to ber ; and 
tbis served now to strengtben tenfold tbe fierce, 
mute, acbing impatience witb wbicb he now mused 
on tbe possibility tbat tbis woman, so cold, so 
merciless, so fiíll of mockery for bim, bad ever stooped 
to tbe weakness sbe bad often played witb^ and so 
often rídiculed. 

''Is it possible! Is it possible!" he muttered, 
wbile bis delicate lips sbook and worked in tbe 
anguisb wbicb, in a youtb, would bave been spent 
in tears. " Sbe— so victorious, so ironic, so cbill, so 
world-wom, love for sake of a wanderer's eagle 
glances, a rough-rider's lion-graces ! Sbe ! — a woman 
wbo could fill a tbrone, and rule it single-handed. 
Psbaw ! sbe is a voluptuary, sbe is a coquette^ she 
has her caprices — ^Miladi ! And be is handsome as 
a gladiator. Sbe loves bim — oh yes — she loves him 
for six months, siz weeks, six days. And what price 
will he pay for tbe paradise V 
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The venomous words were murmured to the soli- 
tary store; even thus, and alone^ it was a cruel 
solace to him to taunt her with those sneers^ to soil 
what he had lost for ever, to libel what he envied. 
It could not harm her thus to slander her, where nooe 
made answer, but he felt a relief in it, a joy kindred 
to that with which he had sold her into the hands 
of Giulio Villaflor. 

Moreover, he believed what he said ; partially 
because his suíFering made him cling to whatsoever 
could lessen it ; partially because the character of 
Idalia had escaped him in many of its hues, keen 
and varied as were the worldly experiences by whose 
light he had first set himself to read it. He had 
known of her through a thousand tongues ere ever 
he had looked upon her face; the poison-mists 
breathed from their distortions had never wholly 
faded from before her in his sight. Such a woman 
needs a mind singularly truthful and singularly 
liberal to understand her aright. Truth he had not in 
him, and to all talent save his own he was illiberal ; 
thus he had failed in following the complex 
meanings of her Ufe and of her thoughts. He had 
uttered but what he held himself when he had said 
that • 

beautiful she is, 
The Mrpenf 8 yoice leu subtle than her kiss; 
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The snake bat yanquished dost; and she will draw 
Another host from heaven to break heaven's law. 



But he had i^vithheld what was not less true, that it 
was because she had this sin of merciless destructioD 
in her, this serpent skill of tempting, this guilty 
power over the fates and souls of men^ that he had 
first been fascinated to her dominión, and first seen 
in her a mistress by whom and with whom he could 
reach all to which his resüess and insatiable am- 
bition aspired, and aspired in vain. 

"Will he believe ?" he wondered, as his eyes 
vacantly rested on the sands where the footprints 
of his rival had sunk. "Not he. What man 
wonld belíeve the witnessing volees of the whole 
world if she once whispered them false ? And 
she pays him, too, with love-words, with the sweet- 
ness of her lips, with the touch of hair on his cheek ; 
— ah, God !*' 

He could have thrown himself on the sands 
and bidden the sea surge up and cover him, when he 
thought of that caress which already had been the 
reward of the man who had succoured her. And he 
— ^he who betrayed her, what had he won by the 
treachery ? 

"Bevenge at least," he thought; and as he 
thought so his head sank, bis limbs grew rigid, his 
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chest rose and fell with a single voiceless sob. He 
only remembered that revenge was valueless, since 
revenge could not bring him the lips that he longed 
for, the beauty that he desired as the ice-bound 
earth desires summer. 

Valueless ? — yet not so. It could not give her to 
him, but it could withhold her from any other. 

A young, shy, gentle, little sea-bird, whose wings 
as yet could scarcely bear it, rose at his feet as he 
mused, and fluttered a hand's breadth, and then 
trembled and fell, panting and glancing up with its 
bright, dove-like, brown eye. He took it savagely 
and wrung the slender snowy throat, and flung it 
out on to the crest of a breaker — dead. He had 
never before been cruel to birds or beasts ; such 
fierce and wanton slaughter was not natural to him, 
but in this moment it had a horrible pleasure in its 
brutality. He had subdued all his impulses of hate 
so long, il sated them, if ever so slightly, to wreak 
them on that innocent thing. He had seen the 
dying eyes glaze and fiU with misty fear with a 
gladness he would have believed impossible ; he 
wanted to see hers fade out thus ; to stand by and 
see them fade with just that look of terror and of 
helplessness ; — eyes that had given such smiling 
scom to him, such passionate eloquence to others. 
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He watched the tumbled heap of wbite ruffled 
plumage washed in and out by tbe wind-mdred: 
caprices of tbe " tideless sea." 

" I can destroy ber as easily as I killed tbat bird," 
be tbougbt, and tbe worst instincts of bis nature 
bad tbeir sway once more, as bis moutb laugbed 
witb bis sligbt, soffc smile. " Barbarie ! Terribly 
barbarie ! " be miirmured. " And I was so wise in 
my diplomacy witb bim; I told bim only trutb. 
Talleyrand is rigbt. Trutb is so safe and so sure !" 

Tben leaving tbe dead curlew floating on tbe 
water's play be went wbitber be carne. 

" Monsignore will rally enougb to sign an order," 
be mused. " A balf-score soldiers, and tbey will be 
netted. Miladi's passion will not be smootb in its 
course ! " 



CHAPTER Vn. 

"SHAXL EVIL BE THT GOOD?" 

Where the Greek &ced lier on the sea-shore 
títere was a long silence between them — ^a silence 
breatliless and pregnant, like that which precedes 
the first low muttering of a storm, the first dropping 
shots of a battle. Many times their strength had 
come ín conflict, and many times the variable, un- 
stable, serpentino will of the man had been crushed 
under the straight, scomful, fearless will of the 
woman. Now, for the first time, he had his ven- 
geance, and she could not strike back on him, 
bacause for the first time he had found weakness in 
her, and could reach her through the life of another. 

He laughed aloud in his victory. 

" Choose, Miladi ! Your favourite Maxims say, 
after the first passion all women love the love, not 
the lover. If you indulge the first you will slay the 
last. Choose ! " 

For all answer she swept with a sudden movement 
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SO cióse to him, that he fell back with the coward's 
xustinct of physical fear. 

" You have been often bought jfer murder. What 
price will buy you frcym it ? " 

The words left her lips with a scom that bumt 
like ñame, with a bittemess that cut like steel. 
Neither touched him ; he laughed again in the con- 
tent of his triumph. 

" What pricejí my Countess % None ! " 

"You want gold — ^you love gold. You woidd sell 
your soul for gold. You shall have it" 

The dread upon her made her voice deep and 
hushed, like the steaHng of an autumn storm-wind 
through forests; the scom within her made her' 
£ace flush^ and darken, and quiver, as though the 
flicker of a torch played on it. Neither moved him 
to shame. 

" Oh yes/' he said, with a slow smile — ^" gold, gold, 
gold. Of course you would give me that. As much 
as you would throw away on a banquet, or a dia- 
mond, or a web of lace, should come to m€, if I 
would stay aloof and hold my peace, and let the 
Border Eagle build his eyrie on the Boumelian hills, 
and Miladi pleasure her new passion among her rose- 
gardens. Oh yes ! gold — as much gold as you have 
twisted in your hair for a mask ball might be mine. 
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of course; and he — ^he should succeed to Julian's 
dominión and Julian's domain; he should have all 
that wood and water, and palace and mountain, that 
I have been banned out of so long; he should be 
chief there, and lord, and his sons, maybe, have the 
heirship of the Yassalis line ! A charming cast for 
US both ! With all gratitude for my share, and your 
will to allot it me, I must decline such a distribution 
betwixt your lover and me. Gk)ld, gold ! No, Miladi, 
gold will not strike the balance between us now." 

She listened in silence ; only that passionate 
shadowy quiver, as of the light of a ñame, on her 
face giving sign or response to him. Her lips were 
cióse pressed togeth^r, and scarce seemed to move as 
the words came through them, hard, like the drop- 
ping of stones on a stone. 

" Your sin is envy ? Well, it is only another added 
to a long list. Mere gold will not buy you. What 
wül?" 

" Nothing." 

" You are so incorruptible ! " 

" Yes, here." 

" Through envy, avance, and hate ! ** 

''Through three common movers of mankind, 
if so." 

'* You own them yours ? Then listen here. I 
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speak nothing of your guilt to me — ^notbing of your 
críme against him. I will deal with you as though 
none of all that measureless iniquity were on you. 
Conscience you have not ; sbame you do not know. 
I appeal to neitlier. I will treat with your avance 
alone. You love self-indulgence, luxury, vice, mirth, 
indolence, splendour; you have coveted my herítage 
from the Vassalis, you have been tbirsty for my 
riches ; you bave wanted all that Eastem pomp and 
princely fief, you have hungered for Count Julian's 
possessions, you have hated me for many things, yet 
for none so much as for the inherítance of that great 
wealtb ; that you used it, ai^d wasted it, and were 
welcomed to it long as though it were your own, 
mattered nothing. It was mine, and not yours ; you 
never forgave the difiference. Well, bear me now. 
All that shall be yours — ^all — all — to the last stone of 
the jewels, to the lowest cbamber of the palace, to 
the poorest fíg-tree on the bilis, to the farthest land- 
mark on the plains. You shall have all, and reign 
there as you wilL" 

An intense eagemess thrilled through her voice, 
the wavering light upon her face grew hotter and 
darker, the chained bittemess and fierceness in her 
gave but the subtler inflection to the eloquence and 
the command that ran as of oíd through all her 
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words ; for tke mom^it» she dazzled and swayed and 
staggered him. 

"AU!" heechoed. ''IT 

"Tes — ^all ! Every ooin, every rood, every bead of 
gold in that treasure^liouse of splendíd. waste : I will 
make all jours^— all that the Yassalis ever owned. I 
will not keep a pearl ^m tiie jewels, or a iktiB irom 
the palms. All ^hall be - youirs — all the things of 
your desire."» ' . »j 

"Andyoul" 

" I — I shall be beggared ." 

Tet while she spoke, o^er her face swept one swifb 
gleam^ líke the gkyw of an Eastem sun. 

He gazed at her like one blinded. 

" And for aU this what will you ask of me ? " ' 

" Of you t shall' parchase — ^my freedom and his 
life." 

His mouth quivered with rage as he laughed aloud 
once more. 

"So-so! Ah> thé wildness of woman's passions! 
You woidd buy your loyer at that cost ? Oh, fool ! 
yon who once^ were subtle^and wise as the serpent 1 " 

Her teeth set tigfat, but she kept down her wrath. 

" Profit by my foUy/' she said, briefly. " Take all 
I have — leave me only him/* ^ 

The first words were stem ; over the three last her 
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Yoice uDConacioiisly softened with an infinite pathos 
and yeaming.j 

That involuntary thrill of longing tendemess 
steeled him in an instant to the ñrst eager impulse 
of acceptance, prompted by his lust for wealth and 
ease and power, and all the half-barbaric voluptuous 
royalties of the Boumelian palace, that had seethed 
in him for so long. Other evil ihstincts were more 
potent still than avance. He smiled — a slow and 
cruel smile. 

'* Magnificent ransom for a landless courier. But 
at what price will not your sex gratify its capríces»- 
especially the caprices of the passions ? For myself^ 
the bribe is high ; but I decline it." 

The blood faded ñ*om her face, even irom her lips ; 
a grey, heavy shadow, as of desperation, fell over 
her, that seemed to drain the very colour from her 
eyes and from her form, and leave her, white and 
chill there, as a statue. 

" What will you gain ? " — she spoke with a hard, 
brief, stony tranquillity. 

" Why — a romantic thing to be sure, and an unre- 
munerative; yet the sweetest thing, as men find, 
that the world holds — ^vengeance." 

" Neither he ñor I have wronged you." 

" Maybe. But both have galled me ; both " 
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"Been wronged by you. True. I forgot the 
reason of your hate." 

His face flushed darkly. 

"I do not bear you hate. I tried to free you. 
But I swear this man shall not wed witb you^ and 
Uve." 

" And why ? Have you not done us injury 
enough ? You poisoned my Ufe witb infamy, and 
would bave taken his in a tbief s slaughter. Can 
you not let us be ? Can you not seU yourself for 
pity's sake, as you have so often sold yourself for 
shameful tbings ? Take my bríbe. Impoverish me 
as you wiU ; enjoy all I have to give ; seize aU you 
have ever eoveted; bind it fast to you on what 
terms you choose ; make me poor as the poorest that 
ever asked my charity ; only leave me this one 
thing, his Ufe." 

She spoke stiU witb the same strange enforced 
serenity, but beneath it there ran an intense melan- 
choly, an intense yeaming ; tbey could not move, 
but steeled him in, his purpose. 

" The thing I wiU not leave you," he said, savagely. 
" Ah ! I know how men go mad for that beauty of 
yours ; he would hold himself rich as emperors were 
that his own, though you had no other gold than 
just what gleams in the coil of your hair. I know, I 
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know ! And so you can love at last, my queen ! — all 
that ransom for one wild mountaineer ! But you 
shall only ransom him one way, Miladi ; only by — 
forsaking him." 

'* I will never forsake him." 

" So ! Then his wedding-night will be his 
last." 

Her hand worked with a fierce, rapid, clenching 
movement on the butt of the pistoL 

" Wait," she said, slowly, while each word fell on 
the silence like the falling of the great slow drops of 
a storm. " You threaten him ? One word from me, 
and he will give you over to justice for your crime 
to him. One shot this moment from me, and he 
will be here to take his vengeance." 

He shrank slightly, for cowardice was ingrained in 
him ; but he knew how to deal with the brave and 
generous nature of the woman whom he tortured. 
He looked her fuU in the eyes. 

*' True. You might send me to the galleys. But 
you will not." 

Her lips parted, her breast heaved, a great shudder 
shook her. She answered nothing. 

"You can summon your lover," he pursued, after 
a pause. " You can tell him of my ' crime/ and — 
also of my tie to you. You can see us fall on each 

VOL. TI . I' 




210 IDALIA. 

other, and figbt as tígers fight. Tou can wed him 
in peace if he kill me ; as most likely he will, since 
he is 80 far the stronger. You can do this. But you 
wül not." 

" I cannot ! You know it/' 
He laughed slightly. 

" No. I did not know it. Women soon vanquish 
scruples and tread out memories to gratify a passion. 
Well, since you hesitate so far, perhaps you will 
hesitate yet farther. You will not break your oath 
hy beU*aying me ; will you, betiay this one . man 
whom you say you 'honour/ byünking him, in his 
good faith and his ignorance, with ueí" 

She gave asharpy>quick breath^aa though. a blow 
were struck her. 

^' Godforbid ! I have said, all bonds between me 
and the past are severed for ever." 

" I see 1 You will lock the book, and throw it 
aside, and your blind worshipper will credit you on 
your telling that the pages were aU puré blanks ! 
And yet — I thought you said you ' honoured ' him ? " 
All the haughty, fiery blood in her flushed to Ufe 
under the subtle sneer. 

" I do so ; from my soul. Let his ñame be. It 
has no place on your lips — yours— that gave the 
word to murder him." 
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" Fine phrases ! And yet you will deceive 
him?" 

"I!" 

"Yes, you, Miladi. You wiU not betray me to 
him — you cannot So — ^telling him nothing — ^you 
will leave him ignorant. And one fine day, were I 
to let you run your passion's course, he would leam 
the truth, and find his sovereign, his idol, his mis- 
tress, his wife, my *^ 

" Wait ! You have said enough ! '* 

" No. I say mora Forsake him, and he is safe 
from me. Give yourself to him, and I will add him 
his mamage-gift — deatb. Just such a death as he 
would have deait me on the Bosphorus shore. I can 
see the gleam of his steel, and the thirst of his eyes, 
now!" 

" If he had killed you, what would he have done 
more than justice ? " 

" At least he would have rendered you inestimable 
service, Miladi ! " 

She stopped him with an irrepressible gesture. 

" Hush, hush ! Such words between us ! " 

" Well ! We are enemies ; bitter ones enougL" 

'^Yes; enemies as the wronged and the wrong- 

doer ever are. But your life is sacred to me ; how 

can you curse mine ? " 

p 2 
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" Mine sacred to you ? Is it so, Idalia ? Then — 
being so, you will not betray me to your lover ? " 

Sbe tumed on bim a look tbat bad a wearíness, a 
scom, an agony, a pity unutterable. 

" No ! I must bear tbe burtben of your guilt." 

"But you wiU betray bim by leaving bim 
in ignorance of wbom be- loves — of wbom be 
weds ? " 

" Tbougb be knew, he would find mercy and great- 
ness enougb to pardon." 

Sbe spoke not to bim, but to tbe memories tbat 
rose before ber — ^memories tbat filled ber beart witb 
tbeir bittemess and tbeir sweetness — memories of 
tbe exbaustless faitb and patience and forgiveness of 
tbe man sbe was bidden to abandon. 

" Truly ! Tben wbat tbink you, Miladi ? Is it a 
noble retum to cbeat bim as you meditate ? Is it 
a fine tbing to recognise tbis limitless tenderness 
borne you, only to dupe it tbrougb its own sublime 
ínsanity ? You have fooled sucb idolaters scores of 
times, I know, only — ^bere I tbink you said you 
* bonoured * bim ? Wbicb makes a differenee ; or 
migbt make it." 

Sbe knew well bow wide tbe differenee was — wide 
as between innocence and guilt. 

Sbe answered notbing ; only in tbe brooding hor- 
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ror of the deep dilated eyes wa6 there reply ; they 
spoke more than any language of the lips. 

The Greek laughed softly. 

''His brídal-couch made in the nest of his 
* assassins ! ' ^is stainless and glorifíed mistress 
preved the masker of the Silver Ivy ! Madame, I 
think I might let his passion run untroubled, and 
leave my vengeance to the future — some future 
when he should reach the truth from some chance 
word, from some side-wind, and hear the secret 
that a woman who ' honoured ' him never had told all 
through the days and nights she lived in his sight 
and slept upon his heart : hear it when he was 
bound to her beyond escape, and could gain no 
freedom through knowing her traitress to him as to 
all others. Ah ! I am not so certain that I will not 
let you wed him. It will be a surer stab to him 
than comes from steel — that ene truth learned too 
later 

There was a long silence. 

She shuddered from head to foot, as though the 
scorch of a red-hot brand passed over and marked 
her ; then an intense stillness fell upon her — a still- 
ness in which all life seemed frozen in her, and 
every breath to cease. He waited, mute and patient 
now. 
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At last she raiséd her head, and tumed it íull 
upon him. As the reddened glow of sunrise flickered 
on it> it was dark, and cold^ and resolute^ with an 
ezceeding strength and an absolute despair. 

" For once you have shown me duty, and saved 
me from a crime. My hand shall not touch his 
again." 

" Because you wiU not " 

" Becanse your guilt is on ma" 

*' And yet you were willing to lose all your riches, 
and your power, and your victories, and your plea- 
sures, for this one man ? " 

*' I am so willing." 

" Then it is '* 

"That you have shown me what would be my 
sin to him. You cannot be betrayed. He shall 
not be.'* 

" You mean *' 

She tumed on him ere he eould speak with the 
swift, lithe, terrible grace of a stag hunted and 
bounded into a ñerceness born of sheer torture» and 
whoUy alien to its nature. 

" Silence ! or I shall forget what you are, and let 
him take his vengeance on you. Can you not be 
content? You led me into eruelty and error a 
thousand times under the masking of fair colours 
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and of fearless aims ; you now show me, in tlie one 
redejnption of my life — ^the one purer, bettar, higher 
thing !-— only an added guilt, a fresh dishonour. I 
lose aU through you. Are you not content ? " 

The vivid passion, the agonised irony, died sud- 
denly, as a flame drops to the ground; her head 
fell, her limbs sank wearily on the broken rocks, 
a dull apathy retumed on her, in which she lost 
all memory, even of his presence. He looked at 
her, hushed, awed, moved to something that was 
almost dread of his own work, intimidated by the 
suddenness and the completeness of his own victory ; 
he waited, hesitating, and as one afraid, some mo^ 
ments ; she gave no sign that she even remembered 
he was near ; eveiy second wasted might cost them 
both the loss of liberty, if not of life ; but he lacked 
the boldness that could have pressed on her then 
the question of mere bodily danger, the mere physical 
perils from the cell and the rods of her persecutora. 

There was that in her attitude, as she sat, with 
the loosened weight of her hair sweeping down into 
the salt pools of the beach, and an icy calm on the 
colourless immutability of her features, that sub- 
dued and shamed him. 

Some sense of reluctant reverential fear was 
always on him for the woman whom, nevertheless, 



216 IDALIA. 

he faad goaded and trepanned^ and injured, through 
the length of many years. Some touch of love for 
her ever lingered in him. 

He paused a while, at some distance from her. 
She never noted him ; her eyes, without sight in 
them^ gazed at the dusky changing mass of water 
that here and there beneath the spell of waking 
light broke into melting lustrous hues, like the 
gleam of colours on a southem bird^s bright 
throat. 

He drew closer at last, with hesitation. 
" You will come with me, then ? " 
She gave no sign even that she heard the 
words. 

" I am not alone," he pursued. " Lousada, Veni, 
and the boy Berto sought you. I fell in with them 
as I neared here ; they are fugitivos, and proscribed 
themselves ; they lie hid by day in an oíd sea-den of 
Veni's ; they look to get away by the coast in a 
night or so ; they would give their bodies to shot 
and sabré to save your hand from a rough touch. 
Will you come to them ? " 

He could not tell whether she heeded him ; he 
saw her face in profíle ; it was still, cold, passionless, 
stem with a mute intolerable suíFering, like some 
Oreek head, in stone, of Destiny. 
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He spoke afresh^ rather to break that death-like 
silence, iban for the sake of what he uttered. 

" Venias sea-nest is safe — safe, at least, for a little 
while ; it lies yonder, through there, where a pass- 
age-way pierces the rock& AU that acanthus hides 
the entrance. It has sheltered manybefore ; Fiesoli 
lay there once, in the first days of his proscription. 
Lousada doubts little that he can get a brig from 
Salemo, and steal away off westward three nights 
henee. It is the best chance. You will come ? " 

At last she lifted her head, and looked at 
him. 

" But for Giulio Villaflor I would go — ^far sooner — 
back to the dungeon of Tavema." 

His face paled ; he knew her meaning — knew the 
unspeakable loathing and scom of himself that made 
the severities of captivity and wretchedness look 
fairer in her sight than every recovered freedom 
shared with his companionship. 

" There is no other altemative," he said^ suUenly. 
" You will come ? " 

" I will come." 

He was once more victorious ; and once more with 
victory stole over him a strange chill dread, as he 
who has brought down and netted the lioness of the 
plains will feel something of awe, something of fear, 
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when in bis toils lies the daughter^ the mate^ the 
mother of free-bom kings of unUrodden soil — ^when 
beneath the rain of his blows>^ and firom out the 
meshes of hia trap, the great fearless luminous 
leonino eyes look at him, snffering but unquailing. 

" Why do you wait, then V he asked. 

** I wait — ^for him." 

"So! You will, after all,be fabe to one of u& 
Which?" ' . 

«Neither/' 

" What gag« have I of that í " < 

« That I have said it.'* 

He was silent a moment ; he. scarcely dared dis- 
pute that single bond, her 'word. Traitor himself to 
her^ he knew that his treacheiy would never be 
repaid him by its own coin. ... 

" You wait for him í " he said. " Then so also 
do I." 

" Are you weary of the shame of your Ufe that you 
seek to lose it ? " 

"No. But he shall take it rather than I will 
leave you here." 

Through the calm upon her face, the .calm of 
martyrdom> of despair, he saw the confiict of many 
passions, of infinite misery. 

"Will you choose for us to meet ? " 
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Where her forehead rested on her bands that were 
thrust among the masses of her hair^ the great á&ws 
started as they had never done when the scourge was 
liffced at Tavema. 

" We shall not part alive/' he pursued. " Perhaps 
you coiint on that ? 'Yoiir lover is the younger and 
the stronger ; there are few men he would not worst. 
Tou rodé all day through the heat and press of a 
battle under Verona once, I remember ; maybe you 
wish to see a life-and-death combat." 

She answered nothing; a shiver as of intense cold 
ran through her. 

" You can enjoy your new passion, true, if he kill 
me; — a, dead body flung with a kick into that surf, 
the waves to wash it seaward, none on earth to care 
enough for me to ask where I have drifted, — ^it 
would be easy work. Is that the reason why you 
'wait'r' 

" Heaven ! how can you link such guilt with me, 
even in thought ? '* 

"Why not? That wiU be the end if we meet in 
your sight to-day, unless, indeed, fate tums the other 
way, and your lover falls through me. Sit there, 
Miladi, and watch the struggle ; you will never have 
seen two hardér foes. Tum your thumb downward, 
like those dainty, haughty Boman dames you copy 
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in philosophies and seductions ; tum it down for the 
slaughter-signal^ if jou see me at bis mercy. How 
free you will be then ! But — alisten just a little — ^if 
he press me too close^ we of the south and east 
have not the northem scom of a timely thrust^ and 
it will be but in self-defence ! "' 

As he spoke, he drew gently half out of its sheath 
the blade of a delicate knife that was thrust in bis 
waistband, and let the beams of the sunrise play 
brightly on the narrow shining steel. 

The glitter flashed cióse beside her. It sent íire 
and Ufe like an electríc shock through all the icy 
stillness of her limbs ; she rose with a convulsive 
forcé ; her eyes had the gleam of an opium-drinker's 
in them, her voice had scarcely a likeness of itself. 

" I come, I come ; do what you will with me, so 
that bis life escapes you ! " 



CHAPTER VIII. 

" IS THEBE NO PLACE FOB BEPENTAKCE, NONE FOB 

PABDON LEFT?" 

He let the blade slide back into its case. 

" That is weU," he said, simply, while the radiance 
of his conquest played all over his arched lips and 
his fair brow ; then, without other words, he took hií^ 
way across the stretch of sands, and many yards 
onward swept back a deep screen of ivy and acanthus 
that closed the mouth of a fissure in the rocks, and 
veiled it so darkly that no sign of the break in the 
great mass of stone was seen. He signed to her to 
enter : she obeyed him ; having once made her elec- 
tion, it was not in her afterwards to pause, to waver, 
to retract ; having submitted herself to his power for 
another's sake, she ceased to protest against that 
power's use. The screen of matted foliage fell be- 
hind her, shutting out the day ; before her stretched 
the gloom of a long narrow arching passage-way, 
hoUowed through the thickness of the cliff, half sea- 
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wrought and half píerced by men. She had come 
thither once ín bygone years when the great pleader^ 
Fiesoli^ had hidden there, proscríbed for too feaxless 
a defence of a political prísoner ; she passed straíght 
onward now through the thick darkness, her hand 
on her hound's mane to still his longing rage> her 
tyrant foUowing in her steps^ flushed with the wine 
of success, yet silenced by a vague and resüess dis- 
quietado. 

The length of the cavem wound like a tangled 
sk^ through ^e depth of stone, np lüght brepking 
tl^ough it, and the aí|: waa chill; and clos(e> and dank, 
like the air of a l^omb ; it was cramped and toirtuous, 
andthe hard jagged:8ur&ce of the rock bruised her 
as she went. Once he stretched out his hand. to 
gttide her ; dxe shook it off as though it stung her^ 
and passed on ajone^ more rapidly^ and full as cahnly 
as though she swept down some sun-lighted terrace 
amongst the roses of a golden summer-time. 

"She will never fearT he thought; and to the 
heart of the man that imconquerable courage of a 
woman brought a ^uUen impatient wondering vene- 
ration. He was a coward — a coward at the mere 
gleam of steel^ at tl^ m^xie common^ vulgar terrors of 
physical peril; but in her he had never known one 
pulse of fear. There was a pang of wistful, painful 
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enyy in his tboughts for that one greatness which 
nature gave to her and had denied to him. 

At the far end of the vault a fitñil ruddy light was 
gleamÍDg ; it carne from a fire made of brushwood and 
the boughs of the maritime pine. Where the fire 
bnmed the pafisage opened out] into a wider vault^ 
divided inte two or three arched chambers — natural 
cavems widened and heightened by art^ and roughly 
made, by benches, and skins, and stands of anns> and 
beds of osiers covered with soldiers' rugs, into a 
camp-semblance of habitation. A rude place, y^t not 
comfoiiless, and with a wild beauty of its own, as the 
flame flashed on the many colours of the riven stpne, 
and the stalactites that hung above broke in the 
glow into a diamond bj^üU^ince. A {daoe that had 
be^en once the subterranean way of i^ great castle, 
which had long cn^mblqd dqwn to dust upon the 
cliffs above ; then the nest of roving pirates ; lasÜy, 
the refuge of proscribed revolutipnists, of m^n who 
suffered for liberty of speech, and were content to 
perish nnder the deathly chillne^s of their country's 
deepest night, so that through them the dawn might 
break for others later on. The sea-den was still as a 
grave, and well-nigh as lonely : only by the pine-logs 
sat a boy of sixteen or so, with his .foir cnrjs tuming 
to a red gold in their dancing flames, and his 
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Rafaelle-like face drooped, palé and weary, over 
them. 

It was the lad Berto ; left seDtinel whilst his com- 
rades spent the dajbreak seekÍDg a vessel down the 
shore. He was but a child ; yet he had long put 
away childish things ; when he had owned but four 
years he had seen two of his brethren fall side by 
side at the butchery of the Villa Carsini, on that 
awfiíl day of June, and ere then had been borne in 
infancy, in a mountain flight in his mother s arms, 
and had kept as his íirst memory of life the echo of 
his own vain cries when her heart grew still under 
his eager caress, and there flowed from her breast a 
deep stream like the purple flood that wells forth 
when the grapes are pressed — for the Papal troops 
had shot down like a chaméis the woman who dared 
to love, and follow, and bear sons to a republican 
rebeL 

He started, and rose with a sentiners challenge ; 
then, as he saw who carne, bowed low; the weary 
stemness of his fair countenance never changed in 
boyish sport, or youthful laughter,^or under the light 
of a girFs shy eyes; wrong had been stamped on 
him too early, and, if in his future, the purity 
and greatness of high aims should be marred in 
him by an unchangeable unrelenting chillness, like 
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the chillness of St. Just, the evil would líe with 
the tyranny which had made the warmth of his 
rosy month die out on the ice of his mother's 
bosom. 

Idalia moved forward to within the circle of the 
watch-fire, lighted as the solé means they had to 
illumine the gloom ; there was a deadly calmness in 
the mechanical actions that sent a thrill through the 
child Berto as he watched her where she sank dowu 
on the log, covered with a shaggy ox-hide, that he 
had vacated. She seemed unconscious of his pre- 
sence ; and he knew that more than mere physical 
peril, which he had many a time seen her meet so 
carelessly, was upon her now. 

Phaulcon touched him. " I will look to the fire, 
Berto ; go and sleep. You need it." 

" Her Excellency permits ? " asked the boy. 

He spoke hesitatingly, reverentially. Beside the 
flower-hung waters of Verona he had known this 
woman, now a homeless fugitivo, ride through the 
heat of conflict and dismount, and gather the spent 
balls under a raking enfilado, and heap them in her 
skirts, and mount him on her charger to bear them 
to the revolutionary soldiers, whilst she stayed on 
at her dangerous gleaning. 

She looked at him pityingly, but there was that in 
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the look which Berto had never seen but once — 
once, wh«i a woman of the Northern leles had 
toiled wearily, begging her way, into Rome, to 
look on her son's face, and had reached in time to 
see the last earth thrown upon his coffin, whilst in 
the fair spring moming the French drums rolled a 
erud music through the violet odours of the burial- 
place, and over the majesty and the shame of the 
great prostituted city. 

"Yes, go," she said> briefly; "you need rest I 
will take your watch." 

She drew his rifle to her, and leaned her hands 
upon its mouth. 

The boy went, obedient ; in one of the inner hoUows 
that served as bed-chambers his couoh of grass was 
spread ; he had not lain down for three nights, and 
sleep sealed his eyes as soon as their lids were closed. 
Aoross the flame of the pine-logs the Greek watched 
her, irresoluto ; embaiTassed by his own success. It 
was dark as midnight in the heart of the pierced 
sea-wall ; the play of the rising and falling flames 
fell irregularly on the gloom : she sat motionless, as 
she had sat upon the shore, her clasped hands resting 
on the slanted rifle, the tawny splendour of the fire 
cast on the splendour of her face. 

She thought no more of him ; she thou^ht alone 
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of the man who would retum to find her lost once 

more — the man she must forsake or must betray ; 

whose body she must give to slaughter, or whose 

soul she must slay by abandonment. She looked 

down into the fantastic flícker of the resínous boughs 

as she had looked down into the ripple of the waters'; 

and, as he watched her, the same shame which had 

moved him for his sins to her, when he heard of her 

as within the power of Giulio Villaflor, stirred in her 

companion : it ever slumbered in him ; at times it 

woke and stung him, yet it never stayed him from 

his sacrifice of her to the needs of his own crafb, the 

lusts of his own avarice. To serve himself, he had 

warped and misled the idealic ambitions, the fearless 

geoius, the poet*s faith, the hero's visions, that he 

had found in her in her eartiest youth ; to serve 

himself, he had taught the keenness of her intellect 

intrigue, fanned her worship of fredom into reckleas- 

ness, snared her to evil through the noblest pas- 

sions that beat in her, taught her to hold her beauty 

as a mask, a weapon, a lure, a purchase-coin ; to 

serve himself, he had roused her bravery into de- 

fiance, her pride into unmerciful scom, her wit 

into sceptic cruelty, and — when these were done 

— had gonoifurther, and soiled the faimess of her 

Ufe with the dusky imperishable stain of lip- 

Q 2 
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rumoured dishonour, and let the stain rest so 
that the world saw it as a reality ; whilst she, know- 
ing it false as foul, became too proud, too careless, 
and too callous to appeal against a world so credulous 
of evil, so incredulous of good, but took up in the 
haughty courage of an outraged dignity the outlawry 
which injustice contumeliously cast to her, and lived 
and fought, enjoyed and suffered, in grand contempt 
of ali opinión, accepting as her sentence the yo 
contra todos, y todos contra yo, until such isolation 
and such contest became to her things of preference 
and triumph. He knew that he had done this guilt 
against her — ^partly in the cruelty of egotism that 
profited through her injury, partly in the blindness 
of partisanship that thought all means justified to 
secure its end, chiefly, beyond all, in a rankling 
jealousy of those possessions and that inheritance 
which had made her so rich in power and in gold, 
whilst he was penniless and an adventurer ; jealousy 
that the lavishness of her gift, the generosity of her 
thought, never tempered, but inflamed. He kaew 
that he had done this, and that of his pwn act he 
had tumed the tendemess of her heaii; towards 
him into abhorrence, had changed the faith she 
had once borne him into the hatred of a proud 
woman for her oppressor, of a fearless temper for a 
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coward^ of a slandered hononr for its traitor and its 
traducer. He knew that long before, in those 
bygone years when he had crowned her young head 
with the wild laurel-leaves of Livada, and wooed 
her with subtle words to the Delpbian laurels of a 

• 

perilous strife and a perilous fame, the Greek child 
had fastened her deep eyes on him as though he 
were a god, and believed in him as though the voice 
of Delphos spoke in his ; and he knew that of his 
own act he had made the woman on whom he looked 
now, in the dusky ruby heat of the uncertain flame, 
scom him with all the forcé of her imperious intel- 
lect, and alone withhold her lips from curses on him 
as the ruin of her life, because memories that he 
had outraged had still their sanctity for her — ^be- 
cause to the oaths that he had broken she yet 
had remained faithful. 

It had been wanton destruction he had wrought, 
it was irrevocable loss he had sustained ; some sense 
of all he had forfeited and killed when he had become 
her worst traitor, and had made the eyes that once 
sought his in love cast on him their righteous scom, 
smote him heavily and restlessly now, as they sat, 
with the burning of the watch-fire between them, 
alone in the cavemous gloom. In the whiteness and 
the immutability of her face there was a grañdeur 
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that awed him ; despite the weariness and alteration 
of fatigue, of fasting, of endurance, it was tbe stem, 
noble, disdainful beauty of the Vassalis race that he 
hated, Greek in its type, Eastem in its calm. He 
thought of the great palace of the Vassalis strong- 
hold, far eastward, crowning its mighty throne of 
cedar-covered hills, with the treasures of ages in its 
innumerable chambers, and its sun-lightened plains 
rich in vine and olive and date, and watered by a 
thousand winding streams deep and cool under 
lentiscus shadows; all that her great race had owned, 
and over which she had rule. 

" If that had been mine — ^not hers — I would never 
have harmed her," he thought. " Wealth is the de vil 
of the world." 

The intense silence, the night-like darkness on 
which the white smoke floated mistily with an 
aromatic scent, were horribly oppressive to him ; 
he had the nervous susceptibilities of a vivacious 
and womanish nature. He addressed her ; she did 
not reply. He set food and wine beside her ; she 
did not note them : she sat immovable ; the intense 
strain on all physical and mental power brought 
its reaction ; a dull stupor like that of opiates 
steeped her limbs, her sight, her brain, in its lifeless 
apathy. 
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He looked at h^ till he grew siok with the heat 
of the ñames, with the blackness of the shadows, 
with the spice of the pine perfume^ with dead memo- 
ríes that would come to him do what he would. He 
rose impetuously ; he had been, on foot or in saddle 
lí^sjij days and nights, eating scantily, sleeping still 
less ; all his frame was achinga and his eyeballs were 
scorched with want of rest. 

" You will not leave here ? " he asked her, half 
imperiously, half hesitatingly, since, though he com- 
manded; he yet feared her. 

"No." 

" You give me your word ? " 

"Yes/' 

" Then I will go seek for Veni He should be here 



ere now." 



"Go." 

The monosyllables were cold, impassive, unwaver- 
ing ; to her he could be now and hereafter but an 
assassin, whose crime had been frustrated by hazard, 
yet could be none the les3 vile because in its issue 
foiled. She obeyed him lest a worse thing should 
come unto the man he had already wronged^ but she 
Bubmitted herself to him in nought else. 

He knew that, her promise given, twenty avenueii 
of escape might open to her, and she would still 
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profit by none ; he had known her keep her word 
and redeem her bond at risk and cost that might 
well have extenuated her abandonment of both. He 
turned quickly from the watchfire, and went down 
into the shadow of the farther recesses, whence a 
steep cramped stairway, cut upwards through the 
rock, led, like the shaft of a mine, into the lowest 
chambers of the building high above on the crest of 
the cliff ; the bell-tower of the fallen castle, bare and 
crumbling to ruin, deserted, except when, as now, 
some fugitivo who knew its secrets sought its sub- 
terranean shelter. The stair was perpendicular and 
diflSicult of ascent ; he thrust himself slowly up it and 
into the duU twilight, that by contrast looked clear 
as noon, of the basement square of the campanile. 
He had no fear that she would fail her promise, 
but he had fear — a certain superstitious fear— of that 
grave, colourless, magnificent face bent above the pine 
glow ; he could not stay longer under the scourge of 
her unuttered scom, under the mute reproach that 
her mere life was to him. He would not unchain her 
to freedom, but he feared her. He breathed more 
freely when he left the darkness of the cavem for 
the upper earth ; he was fevered and fatigued, and 
timorous of the danger round them as any long- 
chased stag ; and he cast himself down to rest a while 
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on the thick soft licfaens covering the tower stones, 
cióse beside the mouth of the shaft, up which every 
faintest sound from the hollow den below carne 
to him as distinct upon the rarifíed air as up the 
passage of an auricular tube. 

Alone, by the blazing tumbled heap of pine wood, 
her attitude never changed ; the light played on the 
metal of the rifle, in the red-brown of the hound's 
eyes, on the scarlet and the gold of her soiled 
and tom masque dress; beyond, on every side, 
stretched the dense Rembrandt shade of the vault ; 
her eyes never stirred from the one spot in the 
embers, which they looked at without knowing 
what they saw. 

"It is but just," she thought, with that stern, 
unsparing, self-judgment which was strong in her, 
as her disdain was strong for the judgments of the 
world. "I never paused for any destruction; it 
is but just that I must destroy the only life I 
prize." 

And as she thought her eyes filled with a great 
misery ; justice on herself it might be, but how 
unjust upon the guiltless! — ^upon this man who 
spent his heart, his honour, his very existence on 
her, only by her to be betrayed or be forsaken. 

Through all the varied dangers of her past, her 
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courage, her geni^s, her infítmct, her proweas had 
borne her out, even when at lo9s and with sacrifice^ 
unscathed and uncohquered ; here at last no one of 
ihese avail6d:her, but ahe was^ bound, powerless 
and paralysed, under the net of circumstance. Before 
this sb^ had neyer been vanquisbed> now she was 
ohained down beyond escape beneath tbe weigbt of 
an intolerable oppression. 

The piue-embei's* gloydng crimson on the grey ash 
dust seemed tp stand out like letters of flame-r- 
writing of fire that glowed around upon the blads:- 
ness of the shadowe, an,d seemed as though it 
repeated in a thoiisand shapes the words that had 
fettered aU her Ufe. Words uttered so long ago 
\mder the great dim 03k glades of Greece^ while the 
stars bumed down, through the solemn woods, and 
the moan of classic waters stole through the stillness 
of thejúght. Words that she had thought bound 
her by holy withes to noble thoughts, to sacred aims^ 
to patriot souls, to the ransom of the nations, to the 
armies of thetruth.. Words pledgedwith a child's 
faith, with a poeVs^ enthusiasm, with a visionaiy's 
hope^ with the all-belief of youth, and with the glow 
of ambitions too high for earth, too proud for heaven. 
Words dictated byjips that^she had trusted then as 
though an ang^Fs bidding spoke by them. Words 
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ihat whilst she thought they but allied her to those 
who suflfered the martyrdom of liberators, who fought 
for the freedom of speech^ and creed, and act, and 
who were banded t(^ther for the deliverance of 
enchained peoples, fettered her, she knew too late, 
into the power of one man, into the obedience of 
evü. 

She had taken her oath to Conrad Fhaulcon and 
to his cause, whilst in the splendonr of her dreams 
and the ignorance of her gracious youth she had 
held the one a stainless patriot, the other a glorifíed 
martyrdom ; she had been trepanned through the 
truest beauty of her nature, blinded through the 
purest desires of her heart. The patriot was a knave, 
but the more perilous because also a coward; the 
cause was a lie, but the more perilous because it 
stole, and draped itself in, the toga of Gracchus, the 
garb of an etemal truth. 

Slowly she had awakened to the sure agony through 
which all youth passes — ^the agony of disillusion. 
Slowly she had awakened to the knowledge that in 
giving herself to the service of liberty she had de- 
livered herself into an unalterable thraldom ; that 
the guide whom she had followed as she deemed to 
the ñ'uition of idealised ambitions, and the attain- 
ment of a spotless fame, was but a false prophet 
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with atamished glory only in his gift. was but an 
outlawed and necessitous Camorrist, who saw in her 
beauty, and her talento and herwide wealth from the 
vast Eastem fief, so many means whereby to enrich 
himself and to ensnare all otbers. And when she 
had leamed it, and felt its bitter falsehood eat into 
her very soul, he, lest she should break from him, had 
cast subtilely about her that poisonous film of im- 
puted dishonour which, once breathed, never passes; 
he had done it ruthlessly, or rather, let others do it 
and never said them nay, which servred as well. She 
had been sacrificed, true, but that had been of littie 
account to him, since through it the gold, and the 
harvests, and the luxury of the RoumeKan posses- 
sions were shared by him ; his ñame alone, spoken 
with hers, had cast shadow enough to darken it. 
Then, when that last evil had been done against her, 
she had grown hardened to this world, which so easily 
believed against her ; she had grown callofis to this 
outlawry, which was pronounced against her through 
the errors of another. She was wronged ; she did 
not stoop to appeal or to protest ; the bravery of her 
nature was steeled into defiance, the independence of 
her Ufe accepted willingly an isolation which yet 
was a sovereignty ; she had a wide vengeance in 
her power, and she took it — ^witb too littie mercy. 
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Those memoríes thronged on her as they had 
thronged on her foe in the loneliness of the sea- 
vault, whilst that vow of implicit obedience to his 
will, of unvarying association with his schemes, of 
etemal silence on his tie to her, and of etemal 
devotíon to the interests of his order, which had 
many a time aroused in her such passionate and 
contemptuous rebellion even whilst she repaid his 
betrayal by fidelity, now seemed to stand out before 
her in the fantastic Unes of the hot embers. 

That oath had coiled about her many a time, had 
stifled, and bruised, and wom, and stung her beneath 
all the pleasures of her abundant life, had made her 
the compelled accomplice of harm she strove to 
avert, had poisoned those enterprises and those perils 
which were to her the sweetest savour of her years, 
had bound her down into an abhorred fealty to a 
dastard, and had driven her to loathe the sight of 
those fair hills and stately palaces whose herítage had 
rendered her the envy of her tyrant. Now it wound 
round another life than hers. She would have ac- 
cepted as retributivo justice all that could have 
befallen herself, but here she could not suflfer 
alone. 

" How can I save him 1 How can I save him V 
she thought unceasingly ; save him, not alone from 
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bodily peril and the fruit of bis own noble rashness^ 
but firom the cursé of the love he bore ber. 

AU she could do for him^ was to save bis mortal 
life ;" all she could be faithful to bim in, was to with- 
hold from betray ing bim. 

i Tifiie passed; she ^t still there, ber bands clasped 
i^Dund the rifle^ ber bead droo^ed ou its mouth^ the 
flames now djdng low to darkness, aad uow up- 
leaping towards the black roof of the quarried rock. 
MotionlesS; with the tawny lustre of the fire on 
befr^ she looked like a statue of bronze^ the Outlíne 
of thát attitude of írozen vitality» of mute despair^ 
tbrown out distinct in the ruddy líght against 
the darkness of tbé caverb around. A deadening 
iusensibility stole on ber ; she tbougbt^ and tbougbt, 
and thoughty till tbougbt grew an unmeaning chaos ; 
the lengtbened want of sleep brought on ber the 
numbness of death by snow-drift; she beard no- 
thing, saw notbing, knew nothmg, tiU a band 
touched ber^ and a voice was in ber ear. 
• " Oh, beaven I what horror you gave me ! I 
traced your footsteps on the sands down to the 
mouth of tbis den, or else " 

The words died on Erceldoune's lips, arrested 
there by the look he saw upon ber face as it was 
taised and tumed to bim. In a breathless, pitiless 
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silence they looked upon each other, her head 
tumed back over her shoulder inan intensity of 
terror that looked the terror of an infinite guilt^ her 
whole frame shuddering £rom him, her haughty 
beauty changed into a shamed and shrinking thing 
of fear. He, who had prayed that the seas might 
cover him if once her eyes fell beneáth his own, 
read worse than his déath-sentence in that look. 
His arms^ that had been stretched to her/saük ; out 
of his gaze, that had sought hers in such eager 
wonder, all the light died ; over his face passed the 
stem, cold, dark shadow of doubt. 

" You fear me — yon /" 

The words were few, but they bore to her ear a 
reproach beyond all othérs^^a reproach too noble in 
its rebuke to quote the thousand claims upon her 
trust and honour that his acts had gained. They 
recalled her to herself — to the one memory leffc her 
-^that he must be saved. Her head fell — she had 
not strength to look on him: — and she put him back- 
ward from her with a piteous gesture. 

" I fear for you. Oo — ^go — go ! This place is 
death." 

" Your place is mine. Why are you here ?" 

She answered nothing ; she cowered there in the 
play of the fire^s glow, whilst ever and again her 
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glance sought the gloom of the cavera's recesses, as 
a hunted stag^s seeks the haunts of the forest whence 
bis hunters may spríng. She had said that she 
would keep truth both to her tyrant and to her 
saviour; she had said that she iñ^ould never again 
touch with hers the hand of the man whom her 
caress would betray; she had no intent but to be 
faithful to both bonda But she had not looked for 
the ordeal of the actual presence, of the visible 
torture, of him whom she had consented to forsake ; 
she had no courage to face these ; she had taken no 
thought of how to bid him know their divorce was 
absoluto and eternal. She was usurped by the one 
knowledge of the jeopardy his life was in whilst 
near him was the criminal who before had sought it 
—the criminal she had swom to screen. 

His eyes softened with an infinite yeaming as he 
saw her ; it was not in him to harbour doubt whilst 
pity could be needed ; his nature was long-suflfering 
and blindly generous ; he only remembered that this 
anguish was for his sake, and was beyond his aid. 
He forgot all else, with that noble oblivion of a 
mind that takes no thought for itself. He stooped 
and strove to lift her up to his embrace. 

" Why have you left me ? What is it on you ? 
If danger, I share it ; if evil, I pardon it." 
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S&e drew herself back before his arms could raise 
her, and let her head sínk lower and lower until her 
forehead touched his feet; — ^that dauntless bíow 
that had never bent to monarchs or to prelates, ñor 
drooped beneath threat or before peril. 

" As you have loved me, loathe me. Oto !" 

Leaning oyer her, he heard the faintly whispered 
words ; he started with a shiver that ran through all 
his limbs ; the memory of the guilt imputed to her 
rolled back on him, like a great sudden wave of 
recoUection, that broke down bene^h it every other 
thought " It is a traitress of whom we speak," it 
had been said ibo him ; it looked the remorse of a 
traitress that abased her at his feet. 

He stood above her, not raising her, not touching 
her, the unspeakable love and compassion in him 
straining to contest the doubt that froze his blood, 
the doubt that still seemed to his loyalty of soul 
so vile a crime against her. He was silent many 
moments, while the heavy throbs of his heart beat 
audibly on the stiUness ; cast there before him in the 
hot half-light, all her beauty of form tempted him 
with remorseless temptation. So that she were his, 
what matter what else she should be, guilty or guilt- 
less, dishonoured or honoured, with death or with 
peace in her kiss, with cruelty or with mercy on 
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her lips 1 All his soul went out to her in a*great 
ciy. 

" Oh Qod ! you are mine — ^you are mine I What 
dó I ask else — or care ? " 

It was the baser strength of his passion that cñed 
out in those burning words ; their fire thrilled her, 
their echo awoke in her ; yet with them the forcé, 
which had never before then failed her, revived. 
Here lay his danger— this danger, bom of her own 
lovelinessy that would abase him, and allure him> and 
destroy him ; th^ danger, which filled her with one 
instinct alone^ the instinct to tear him at all cost 
£rom th§ snake's nest which held his foe, to compel 
him at all hazards from herself, through whom his 
destruction came. She rose and locked her hands 
upon his axm, and pressed him forward out towaxds 
the mouth of the cavem. 

" Go — ^go ! This place is death for you." 

" What! — and you are here ?" 

A smile passed over her face ; the smile that is 
the resignation, the self-irony, of an absoluto 
despair. 

*' He doubts at last ! ". she thought. " He can be 
saved through that." 

And she had strength in her to hope £rom her 
soul that such doubt might wrong her deeply 
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enough to spare tbiii^ íaaii some portion of Üis ^ng 
— ^might ma«ke her in his sight loathsome enoügh 
to be thrust out from every memory, cursed yet un- 
regretted. / . ■• 

That Miiile stuhg hitn as scorpions sting; he crushed 
her in his anns, eré shef cólild escape him, iti the 
ferqcity of án inteÁfete torture. • ' 

" You smile at liiy misery ? Are yotí, then^ the 
thing that they say-^the beautiful, pitiless, glórious, 
infamous temptress, seducmg men to your wíll that 
they may perish in your work, binding them by théir 
passions that they may die at your bidding ? Ah ! 
my loye, my love \ only look in my eyes as an hour 
ago; and I will curse mysélf that I evéir aáiéd yoü 
such shatíié ; only lét your líps touch nrirté with their 
sweetness, and the whóle world khall cali you traitress, 
but I shall know you truth ? " 

The impetuous, wild wórds poútéd óut unchecked, 
incoherent; he scarcely knew what he tittered, he 
only knew that the kiss of this woman would out- 
weigh with him the witnéss of all maükind; ihey 
bumed deep down into her heárt, they brought the 
subtlety of temptation to her, insidious, sweét, and 
rank as honey-hidden poison. Her hoñotir bfóken 
with one, her past withheld froin the othet ; a bond 
ruptured, a silence kept; this only done, and the 
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sweetness of liberty and the liberty of love were 
hers. 

But she thrust it from her : here she had no pity 
for herself, and here she had pity — exhaustless and 
fiUed with an unsparing self-reproach— for this man, 
who out of the very nobility of his soul, the very 
guilelessness of his trust, fell thus beneath her feet, 
and hung his Ufe upon her. She had been merciless 
to others, devoting them to her need, breaking them 
thíough their own weakness, with the unpitying 
contempt and rigour of intellectual disdain and of 
sensuous alluíement ; here she was merciless to her- 
self ; here she bent, and broke, and cast away all 
her own life without pause or compassioa That 
which she had done to others she did also to herself. 

She unloosed hei*self from his hold, and looked at 
him with the cold, unnatural tranquillity which had 
had its terror even for the Greek. 

" Who has called me a traitress ? " 

Hisj eager eyes gazed down with imploring 
appeal into her own ; the ardent fealty that would 
have disbelieved the voice of Heaven against her 
glowed through the heavy shadows of pain and dread 
upon his face. 

"A traitor himself — a liar who shall eat his lie in 
the dust. God forgive me that I uttered the word 
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to yon ; but you speak to me strangely, you drive 
me beside myself; — doubt has not touched me 
agaínst you ; I would not soil you with so much as 
suspicion. Oh ! my loved one, your honour was safe 
with me ; — do not think that one shaft of his told; 
that one moment of beKef gave him triumph. He 
spoke infamy against you, it is true, and I swore to 
him to bring that infamy to your hearing, but never 
because it glanced by me as truth, never save only 
for this — to prove him and brand him in false- 
hood. You know me ; as I love, so I trust, so I 
honour." 

She stayed him with a gesture ; she could bear 
no more. The swifb, eloquent, generous words 
seemed thrust like daggera through her heart. The 
fearless light of faith upon his face made her blind 
as with the lustre of the noonday sun. This was 
the man she must forsake for ever whilst their 
Uves should last — this was the love that she must 
chango into etemal scom of her as of a wanton, 
murderous, living lie ! Her martyrdom grew greater 
than her strength. 

" Who was this speaker?" 

" Victor Vane ; your guest, your friend." 

"And he said ? " 

At the ñame her oíd superb irony flashed ovor her 
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face, her oíd superb wrath gleamed in her glance,- 
her lofty height rose erect as a palm, her eyes met 
his ín all the fulness of their regard. 

" He said ? " she repeated. 

" What your look has answered enough." 

" No. What does he bring to my charge í " 

" Vileness that my Ups wiU never repeat. Half- 
truths wrung into whole lies, as only such men can 
wring them. Chiefly — he bade me ask you two 
things ." 

"Theywere?" 

" Who it is that sought my life in the mountains, 
and what tie a Greek — Conrad Fhaulcon— 'bears to 
you?" 

A change passed over her face, üke that chango 
which steals all the living warmth and hue froín 
features that the gi'eyness of death is approaching. 
He saw it, and his voice carne in broken rapid 
breaths, imperious and imploring. 

" Are they one — ^this Greek and my murderer ?" 

She answered him nothing; he saw a hot flusb 
rise upward over her face and bosom — the flush 
of a bitter degradation. 

A moan like a wounded animal's broke from him ; 
he could not bear to live and see shame touch her I 
He stood above her, while the flicker of the fíre 
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glowed duskily upon the dilated wondering misery 
of his eyes. 

" Are they one ? Answer me ! " 

She did not answer, ñor did her look meet his. 

" That man I showed you sleeping is this Greek !" 

She held silence stilL 

" What ! You screen him in his crime ? What 
tie has he to you, then V 

Her teeth clenched tight as a vice to keep herself 
from utterance of the words that rushed to her 
tongue. 

He stared bUndly at her; he felt suffocating, 
drunk, mad ; he stood beside this woman, whose 
every tress of hair he loved, whose mere touch could 
send the vivid joy Hke lightning through his veins, 
and he arraigned her as her judge for having unión 
and coUusion with his attempted slaughterer ! 

" What is he to you? Where is he nowT* he 
panted. " You called him your worst foe. Do 
women shelter their foes' guilt thus ? You would 
not let me take my justice on his life. What is his 
life to you r 

She looked at him with the rigid calm retumed 
upon her face, impenetrable as a mask of stone. 

" I said that there were things that you could 
never know. This is of them. I have withheld your 
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justice from you ; I have known your assassin^ and 

# 

kept the knowledge untold to you. I have erred 
against you — ^greatly. Think of me what you will, 
what yoU must." 

The reply was spoken with a cruel mechanical 
precisión : she moved from him and stooped above 
the pine-logs, seeking their heat. She felt bb she 
had done when once, in a Livonian winter, the 
night-snows had overtaken and enshrouded her, and 
the Ufe had begun to tum to ice in her veins. 

Something in the very action bespoke a suffering 
80 mute and so intense that it struck to his heart, 
still so closed to evil and so open to faith, so slow to 
give condemnation, so quick to render trust and 
pity. He threw himself beside her, drawing her 
hands against his breast, searching her eyes with 
the longing love, the bewildered incredulity, of his 
own. 

" Think of you 1 What can I think ? You are 
my mistress, my sovereign^ my wife ; you take my 
leve and yield me yours ; you have smiled in my 
eyes, and lain in my arms, and spoken of a lifetime 
paBsed together ; and now — now — it is my murderer 
who is sacred to you and belovcd by you — not 1 1 " 

As though the fire of the words stung her into 
sudden Ufe, she tumed swiftly, aU the Ught and the 
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fever, and the anguish of passion breaking one 
moment througb the frozen tranquillity of her face. 

" Not you ? Ah ! would it were not, my love, my 
love, my love 1 " 

In the yeamíng of the accent a tenderness un- 
utterable broke out and burst all bonds ; as he heard 
the darkness passed from his face — a glow like the 
momíng shone there. 

** You love me thus I You cannot have betrayed 
me— — 

She Btayed him ; she knew that this glory of 
reawakening joy must be quenched in an etemal 
night 

" Wait. I love you. I cannot lie to you there. 
But that ends, now and always. I say, you have 
been sinned against heavily ; I must sin also against 
you — sin without shame by foi*saking you, sin with 
shame by Ufe with you. I choose the least We are 
divorced for ever. We must be as are the dead to 
one another. Forgive me, if you can ; curse me, if 
you cannot Whatever you do— leave me, as though 
death were in my touch." 

All the ardour, and the yeaming, and the warmth 
had passed from her voice ; it was sad as despair, and 
as inflexible. 

He listened, watchiog her with a grave wonderíng 
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pain and pity ; he had his own constxuction of the 
meaning of her words, and the patience and the 
belief in him were infinite. 

" Though death carne by you, do you think that I 
would leave you V* 

The great salt teard sprang into her aching eyes. 
She could have set the muzzle of the rifle tO' her 
forehead, and died there at his feet. She had a more 
merciless ordeal — to live and make herself loathsome 
in his sight. 

"No; not for death," she answered him. "But — 
ifdishonour carne by me?" 

His frame shook with a sudden shudder, but still 
she could not tum away the enduring tendemess 
that would not take even her own witness against 
her. 

''You use cruel words," he said, while he stood 
above her with the dignity of a judge, with a great 
nobility in the pity of his gaze. " Hear me a while. 
I have leamt more of your past to-day ; I think that 
I can imagine what I do not know of it. I think 
that you have been involved in evil, but through 
errors that had root in virtues. I think that many 
have betrayed you and attainted you through the 
very bravery and generosity of your nature. I think 
that you have been bound with. crimináis beeause 
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you first held them to be patriots, and because yonr 
bond iras sacred to you even when swom to worthless 
men. Do I think aright 1 " 

She heard in silence ; her sovl went out in honour 
and adoratíon to ibis man, who, from ihe tnith and 
the virtue of bis own heart, judged and divined ber 
life tbus rigbtly, despite all -weigbt of circumstanoe, 
all darkness of calumny. But sbe knew tbat to 
leave bim to believe ibis was to bind ber to bim 
for evermore. Sbe knew tbat be must believe else 
tban tbis ere be would be forced from allegiance 
to ber. 

''You tbink nobly, because you tbink by ibe 
Ugbt of your own beart/' sbe said> in ber teetb. 
''But it is not tbis tbat you were wamed to tbink 
to-day ! Tour oounsellor was nearer rigbt Believe 
binL* 

" Were you wbat be said, you would not tell me 
tbat. I judge you ibug by tbe ligbt of your own 
nature. You speak to me of divorce— -of disbonour. ' 
You know tbe cowaid wbo attempted my life, and 
will not render bim up to my. justice. Tbese are 
bítter tbings ; yet I can see day tbrougb tbem. It 
may be tbat you bave fallen, amongst mucb goik^ 
and yet are unstained amidst corruption. It may be 
tbat you sbíeld a crime^ because to expone it would 
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be treachery in you. It may be that you elect to 
forsake me because you cannot reveal to me that full 
truih of your past which should be one of my mar- 
ríage-ríghts. This is how I judge you. K I judge 
rightly — I said to you that you could not stretch 
my tendemess further than I would yield it. I 
say 80 now ; trust only my love, it shall never fail 

you." 

*^ Oh, God ! cease, or you will kill me ! " 
She swayed forward and sank down at his feet, 
her brow and bosom bruised on the cold jagged floor 
of the cavem. She had exceeding strength, but she 
had not strength enough to hear those tender words 
and give them no responso ; to behold this limitless 
forgiveness stretched to her, and leave him to think 
her too callous, too abased, to retum to it even 
gratitude and repentance; to know that, as he judged 
her, he struck to the very core of fact, and rendered 
her but sheer and rightful justice, yet that the 
acceptance of even this justice at his hands was 
denied her through an alien crime. 

He stood aboye her, the great dew gathering on 
his forehead ; the evidences against her that her 
accuser had uncoiled one by one in so cióse a 
sequence thronged on his memory; her attitude, 
her misery, her abasement, had so much of guilt in 
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them, yet had so fax too much of suffering to be tibe 
cruel, wanton, voluntary guilt of such a woman as 
her calunmiator had declared her to be — ^to be guilt, 
sensual, tyrannous, and self-chosen. 

He stooped to her, and his voice was so low that 
it was hardly heard above the beatings of his heart. 

" I cannot tell ; is it — ^not justice that you need, 
but pardon ? " 

She answered him nothing where she had sunk in 
that abandonment The nobler his pardon, the 
darker was the wrong against him. She could have 
kissed his feet, and cried out to him for forgiveness, 
as though her own hand had done that murderous 
iniquity against him. She could better have borne 
his curse than she could bear his tendemess. 

He touched her ; his hand shook like a leaf. 

" Is it so ? I can bear to know you are human 
by error; you shall be but dearer to me for the 
truth with which you redeem it" 

She looked at him with a swift sudden movement 
that raised the full beauty of her &ce upward in the 
tAwny flame-light ; it was colourless, and líned with 
the marks of the damp stones, and had all its proud 
glory soiled and dimmed, yet it had the grandeur of 
an intense sacñfice, of an intense passion, in it. 

" Ah, you are just and pitiful as a god ! Give no 
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V^^Jp P^^ ^^ justicehera Only lea^ve me^eave 
me» and neyer look upon my face again ! " 

" For what cause ? " 

" For the cause — ^that Jof my people — your mur- 
derer came/' 

He looked at her witk s terrible incredulityy that 
was slowly hardenii^ into the stem chill desolation 
of doubt that he had put from him so long with so 
leal an allegiance. 

'' Of your people I You called the Qreek -to me 
your deadliest foe ? " 

She was ^silent once ' more : the testimony of 
half the nations of the eartk woxdd have fcdled to 
weigh with him against her.; but by her own blows 
the storm-proof febric of his faith was swaying to its 
falL 

He laid his hands upon her shoulders, crushing 
under them the loóse masses of her hair. 

"First your foe, then your comradé^— hated and 
sheltered— condemned by you, and screened by you. 
What is he to you, this man for whom you forswear 
yourself thus?" ^ 

She answered nothing ; the red shadow of the fire 
gleamed upon her face, but it was not so dark or 
so hot as the flush of shame that scorched there. 
His hands held her like iron. The forcé of jealousy 
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rose in him; the ferocity of bitter suspicion worked 
in him ; against all witness he had disbelieved every 
accusation brought to stain her^ but he could not 
disbelieve the meaning of that silence, of that 
humiliation, of that conscience-stricken abasement. 

The patience, so long strained, broke at last. 

" They say this brute was once dear to you ? Is 
it true, since you cover his crime so fondly V* 

She did not reply ; her head was bent so that he 
could not look upon her countenance, but he coiúd 
see the heaving of her breast with its rapid, laden 
breathing. 

His hands^grasped her with unconscious violence ; 
he knew neither what he did or said ; he knew only 
that she coidd not meet his eyes, that she could not , 
answer his challenge. 

" Is it true ? — that you once loved him ?" 

She bowed her head ; a faint, chill, deadly smile 
crossed her lips one moment, she smiled as men, 
lying broken on the wheel, have laughed. 

A cry rang írom him dawn the stillness of the 
vault ; he staggered where he stood, and loosed her 
from his hold^ and stretched his arms out mechani- 
cally, as though he had grown blind and sought 
support. The merciless light of certainty seemed 
to have stricken his sight as lightning strikes it ; 
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that hideous assurance of conviction had come on 
him, against which the mind is at once and for ever 
conscíous no appeal is possible. 

Had she denied it, by the trustful tenderness of 
his nature, the evil told against her would have 
passed, leaving no stain, no shadow even, of mistrust 
of her ; but before that affirmation of her gestare, 
before that condemnation of her silence, it lay no 
more with him to choose between belief and dis- 
belief His faith fell, as a tree must fall when its 
roots are severed. 

"There is one man — one man only — ^that your 
mistress ever lo ved." 

The words seemed whispered by a thousand voices 
. that rushed down the empty air ; he had been be- 
trayed by her that this criminal might be sheltered 
from his vengeance I 

He knew it ; in that horrible hush of stillness that 
fell between them, his heart stood still, his very Ufe 
seemed to cease ; it was out of her own, mouth that 
he condemned her. His throat rattled, his words 
burst, scarcely with any human sound in them, from 
his parching lips. 

" What ! you kneel there and tell me this thing 
— you who swore to me that no kiss but mine ever 
touched you ? What ? you fooled me with love- 
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words that you might lead me off the sceot of my 
vengeance ; you tumed a living lie to harbour a 
murderer ? Such vileness is not in woman ! You 
a slave of your senses ! — a priestess of vice ! Oh, 
God! Say the whole worid is faLse, but not 
you!" 

She held silence still. Her head dropped lower 
and lower, as though each word of that appeal were 
a hurled stone that beat her down lower and lower 
in her abasement. 

He forced her upward in his arms with the un- 
witting .violence of suffering, and strained her once 
more to his embrace, and covered with kisses her 
lips, her brow, her bosom. 

" Say it — say it. Say the world lies and you are 
true, or — or — I shall end your life and mine ! " 

Her eyes, heavy with the mists of a great misery, 
fathomless and hopeless like the eyes of the Fates 
in Greek sculptures, gazed up to his. 

"Do you dream / would stay your hand? It 
were best so — so I should be yours yet." 

" Mine ! What then ? — ^you love me though you 
are my traitress 1 " 

"One may have guilt and yet have love," she 
muttered, faintly. 

He shuddered as he heard her; in the answer 
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a subtlé temptíng coiled around him ; the pérfection 
of her earthly beauty might be bis, though it were 
but the love of tbe wanton wberewifch she loved 
biih ; the taint ón her soul could not steal the 
fragrance from her lips, the vóluptuous Ught from 
her eyes, the mortal glory from her loveliness. The 
baser passions of his soul longed for her, though 
every evil thát swells the siim of human crime had 
place in her— thotigh throügh her should come to 
him sm, and desolation, and dishonour. Yet — ^he 
wáfe not theír slavé ; the greatness of his nature rose 
above them, and trampled óut their tempting. He 
put her from his aiins lest his strength should fail 
him, thrust her ba^ik from him so that her breath 
should be no more against his cheek, .her heart throb 
no more on his own. 

*' Love that is faithless and shameful? What is 
that to me ? If you háve wronged my vilest foe, 
the woman / loved is dead." 

Where she stood before him she bowed her 
head, as beneath Words that had the weight of a 
righteóus law. ! Por this — that he rose higher than 
his passions' tempting, that he strangled the assail- 
ants of his senses, that infidélíty to his enemy would 
have been as dark in his sight as infidelity to him- 
self — she honoured him with a great reverence. 
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" Yes, She is dead/' she answered him, with a 
strange dreamy repetition. " Where has she ever 
lived save in your visions 1 She is dead — ^go. Do. 
not wait by her grave." 

There was a terrible meamng in the hushed, 
hopeless words; across theiv calmness a single cry 
broke — a cry that had in it all the despair of a 
ruined Ufe, of a breaking heart. 

Then silence fell between them. She had no 
courage to look upon his face ; she dared not read 
all that she knew was written there. 

The drooping flames reached a dry bough of pine, 
and flared afresh with it, and rose up in a writh- 
ing column of light As the flames darted into 
lustre they shed their hue on the fair head of the 
Qreek stretched out from the deep gloom of the 
farther vault. He drew back swiftly, as the tell- 
tale glare searched for him, and fell upon his 
face. 

Yet before he could reach the shelter of the inner 
den, the one he had wronged saw him, and, with the 
leap of a staghound, hurled himself upon him, and 
dragged him from the depths of the vault forward 
into the full light of the flames. The slight limbs of 
the Athenian had no forcé against the vengeance of 
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the man who found in him at once hís murderer and 
her paramour; he was tom out from his lair and 
tossed upward, as a wrecker's hands may toss a beam 
of driftwood. 

Erceldoune forced him downward into the circle of 
the buming pines^ full in their light and full in her 
sight. He only knew that this was the man who 
had sought to assassinate him ; that this was the 
man for whom and to whom she betrayed him. 
Yet, beyond the memory of his vengeance, beyond 
the violence of his hatred, beyond the rage of 
jealousy in his soul, was a terrible pathos of wonder 
that looked out at her from the reproach of his 
eyes ; — it was for a thing so vile as this she had 
betrayed him ! it was for a life so infamous as this 
that she had given herself to guilt ! 

Reeling, swaying, striving, they wrestled breast to 
breast, strangers from the far ends of the earth, yet 
bound together by the kinships of wrong and of hate, 
while she, who had cast herself between them, 
strove to part them — strove to tear them asunder — 
strove with desperate strength to end their contest. 
Erceldoune flung her heavily off him. 

"You stayed my hand once — not again. Stand 
there, and see the felón you harbour die as curs 
die ! " 
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His face was black and swollen with the lust for 
blood that she had seen there when he had fought 
with the Neapolitan Churchman. Wound in one 
another, they struggled together, seeking each other's 
lives, with the breath of the flames hot upon them. 
The Greek's lips were white with fear, but they 
laughed as he glanced aside at her. 

" You love to see men at each others' throats ? 
You love to see tigers play ? So, so, Miladi ! — then 
look here." 

He slipped loóse with a swift, supple movement, 
and freed his right arm. There was the glisten of 
steel in the light ; the blade quivered aloft to strike 
down straight through heart or lung ; before it could 
fall, his wrist was caught in a grip that well-nigh 
snapped the bone, and wrenching the knife from his 
hand, flung it far away into the depths of the cavem, 
while the sinewy arms of the man he had wronged 
gathered him fresh into their deadly embrace. The 
slender southem limbs had no chance, the serpentine 
suppleness had no avail, the fox-like skill had no 
power, against the mighty frame and the ruthless will 
of the avenger who at last had tracked him ; a shrill 
scream broke from him as the steel was twisted from 
his grasp, the numbness of dread overéame him as he 
was choked in the arms of his victim, and down into 
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his looked the unbearable fíre of the ejes he had 
left for the carrion-birds to tear. A sickly horror, a 
fascination of terror, held him breathless and unre- 
sisting to the will of his foe ; Erceldoune swung him 
upward, and held him, as though he were a dog, 
above his head, his own height towering in the glow 
of the flames. 

" Oh, God ! " he cried, in the blindness of his agony 
and of his hate. " Is there no death worse than 
what honest men die for this brute ? " 

She threw herself on him, she seized the loóse 
folds of his Unen dress, she held him so that he had 
no power to move unless he trod her down beneath 
his feet 

" Spare him ! — ^for my sake, spare him ! " 

" For your sake ! You daré plead by that plea to 
me?" 

" Oh, Heaven, what matter what I plead by ! 
Give me his life — give me his life ! *' 

" The life of a murderer to the prayer of a wanton? 
A fit gift ! Stand back, or I shall kill you with your 
paramour." 

" Wait ! — you do not know what you do ! I saved 
your life from him — let that buy his life from you !" 

He stood motionless, as though the words para- 
lysed him ; all the tempests of his passions suddenly 
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arrested ; all the wild justice of revenge, that had 
made him strong as lions are strong, tumed ivorth- 
1688 as at last he grasped its power in hÍ8 handfl. 
The blow that struck him was memory^—the raemorj' 
of that death-hour when through her hands life had 
been given back to him. 

By that hour he had swom that sha should ask 
what she would of him, and receive it. At last she 
claimed her debt ; claimed by it the remission of 
her sinfl— claimed by it mercy to the companion of 
her guilt. 

He stood motionless a momento the l,eaden night- 
like shadows heavy as murder on his face and on his 
soul — then at her feet he dashed the Qreek down, 
unharmed. 

*' What yon ask by my honour — take by your 
shame." 

And, without another look upon her face, he went 
out to the air, to the sea, to the day, ere his strength 
should fail him, and the stain of blood-guiltiness lie 
on his hands. 



CHAPTER IX 



" I LEAN TOWABD THE STBOKE WITH SILENT MOÜTH 

AND A GKEAT HEAKT." 



CoNRAD Phaülcon slowly gathered himself from 
the ground, faint, blind, Btaggering from the forcé 
with which he had been thrown, and looked on her 
where she had fallen senseless — ^her proud head sunk 
on the grey wood-ashes, her face white with the 
whiteness of death. He thought her dead : and a 
mortal dread fell on him, a mortal chillness froze 
his heart. In his own cruel, tyrannous way he loved 
her still, and he thought that he had killed her. 
Moreover, she had been faithfíil to him. Listening 
aud watching there, he had found that she had kept 
her bond to him, and had not betrayed him. The 
evil against her died out from him ; a shame that 
was almost remorse stole on him. Senseless there, 
like some fair statue shattered down by a hand that 
stayed not for sake of beauty or of genius, she smote 
his conscience, all duUed^ and crushed, and bumt 
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out though it was. Throughout their lives he had 
betrayed, and oppressed, and goaded^ and dis- 
honoured her; throughout them she had done 
him good for evil, and been true to him against 
his own untruth. This strength and this fealty 
pierced him harder, because of their utter unlike- 
Qess to the cowardice and the greed of his own 
Qature. 

With hands that trembled, and tears that stood 
thick in his eyes, he touched her, and sought to 
revive her ; his temper was the temper of a child, 
and he had a child's fleet facile emotions, a child's 
wanton cruelty and worthless repentance. Like a 
child, he could wring his bird's throat without 
mercy, and weep useless tears when the victim lay 
cold and huddied in death. 

Afber a while sense retumed to her; her lips 
parted with slow struggling breaths, her veins grew 
warm, her eyelids quivered and opened heavily to 
the glare of the resinous flames. She knew him 
where he bent above her, and lifted herself with a 
sudden breathless shuddering forcé. 

'' Go, go, go ! Never daré to come again in my 
sight ! " 

He lingered, scared and awed by the words and 
the gesture that were like an imprecation upon him. 
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by tho blaze of her eyes m they unclosod, wido and 
wild, to tho tawny light. 

" Oo, go ! " Mhe críod afrcwh. " Yon could hoar 
what ho callod mo, and yot hold your peace 1 
Oo — thore are wrongH god» thumsolvoM could uoí 
pardon." 

Ho know it; ho tumed nlowly away, and went 
froin licr glanco, froni hor proMonce. 

She roHO faintly, and rooling Hligtítly; looking 
out ai the darknefw that cloAod hor in, whibt for all 
tho world without tho moming iun wan nhining. 
Sho wan hko ono drunk with alcohol ; hor braín wan 
utunned, yot hor forco intonmñod ; the power atid 
tho vítalíty ín hor woro «trong almo»t to ferocíty — 
tho ferocíty of that unboarablo Huffering which ín 
ín itHolf a niadncHM. Liko Mome litho-limbod loo- 
pardcH8 Mtung to bloodthirMtinoHM >)y tho Mliot tliai 
ha» Mtruck ít from an unt^oon hand, nho paMHod 
Mwiftly acrom tho dopthM of «hadow, to tho placo 
whoro the boy Borto lay Mlooping ntill in tho intoiiMo 
Hlumber of long fatigue. 

Sho laíd hor hand upon hím. " Wako." 

Ho did awakon, and Mprang wondoriugly from Iiím 
bod of dry Moa-graHHOM. 

'' Illu»trÍMÍma I What íh thoro ? ** 

" There in need of you." 
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"I am ready." The fair, palé, boyish face had 
the calm keenness of the Napoleonic type. '^It 

ifl — r 

" Treason." 

"Ah!" 

His eyes caught the meaning, his mouth the 
smile, that were on heni 

" Treason — against me ; if to me, so to all ; so to 
Italy. A traitor never sins once, Seek Lousada 
and Veni ; seek your brethren, seek any one of our 
people. They know how to avengo the unpardon- 
able sin. Bid them bring him here ; I will give 
him his sentence." 

The boy smiled ; the smile of a Si Just. 

" He has lived his Ufe," he said, in the oíd Román 
idiom. *' His ñame, Eccellenza ? " 

She stooped and breathed it on his ear : the ñame 
of Victor Vane. 

Without word or pause he bowed low, took his 
rifle, and went on her errand ; a child by years, yet 
already weighted with the weariness and the wisdom 
of maturity, by reason of the penalty he paid for 
having let his childish soul brood over the burdens 
of the peoples, and dream of liberties under the 
leprous shadow of a dominant priesthood, whilst 
other children laughed, and played, and only asked 
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of life that the vine shonld give froit, and the sleek 
berdn milk^ that their gay feet should ply in the 
tarantala'8 meamire, and the sweet sun dance in 
their own bright eje», 

Hhe, left there in solittide^ and bound by her word 
to keep the limits of her den, paced to and fro in 
the fire-lit darkneas in that fierce, futile rebellion 
with which 8he had paced the dungeon of the 
church. Her eje» were buming, her throat was 
swoUen with long thirst, her teeth were locked like 
a vice. All »ensie, thonght, volition, seemed scorched 
np and withered in one intolerable miseiy, one un- 
alterable tfhame, One thing alone seemed left to 
her — ^her vengeance. 

She was of the nature which happiness makes 
sweet, rich^ generouB^ a» southem sunlight; which 
calamity renders fearless^ strong, and nobly calm 
beneath all adverse fate ; but which, beneath wrong 
and treachery, in an instant tums hard, dark, dan- 
gerotts as the forcé of iron, 

She laughed aloud, in the loneliness. 

'* He played the traitor I — so ! Well, he wíll leam 
how we deal with traitors. Fool, fool^ fool ! ** 

Then, as that laugh died, the weakness of her 
bodily frame, the agony of her soul, beat down the 
{á\»e alien strength of bitter passions. 
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** Oh, my love ! " she moanecL ** It was for your 
Ufe, not for mine." 

And she sank amidst the grey ashes by the fiíe 
that wa8 slowly dying out, with the stupor of 
ezhaustion stealing on her/ and her eyes £euBtened 
on the gloom beyond, strained, and senseless, and 
savage with pain, like those of an animal that is 
chained to a stake for the torture. 

To her, there could have been no martyrdom like 
this martyrdom of undenied dishonour. 

Without, the boy Berto passed into the glare 
of day. His errand was periloos; and he knew 
what Tedeschi rods were like, how Papal steel could 
thrust ; but he had the firm, silent heart that Naturc 
^^""ly gives to those whom she will hereafter make 
leaders amongst men, and, having a purpose to 
accomplish, he did it unflinchingly, through to the 
end. He welit swiftly and straightly now over the 
lonely shore, with the eye of a hawk, with the speed 
of a greyhound, glancing on every side for those he 
sought, and going warily, lest he should be seen by 
the soldiers, whom he knew were out, more or less 
near, seeking for the proscribed who had escaped 
them. He ran swiftly, mile on mile ; reaching a 
crest of land, he paused at last for breath. On one 
side lay the sea^ now blue and laughing in the 
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fiíll noon-day; on the other, moantain-bounded, 
the low-lying lands, with their broad sun-lit deso- 
íate tracks dotted with the herds of swine and 
grazing buffidoes, with thickets of wild myrtle 
and green pools of water. There he saw what 
inade him drop suddenly^ and hide like a young 
haré, 

What he saw were the barréis of carbines among 
some acanthus-covered stones tiíat screened a score 
or so of soldiers, and further onward the solitary 
figure of a man in the clothing of the Capñ fishers. 
The soldiers lay dose, their heads alone above the 
fallen blocks of shattered marble; the tall form of 
the Capriote, dark and toweríng against the intense 
light, carne onward, fast, blindly, taking heed of 
nothing, seeing nothing, in his path, passing straight 
through the homed cattle as though they were an 
insect cloud, with his head bare to the heat, and his 
eyes without sense in them ; headlong, as if he were 
deep in drink, yet with a nameless misery on him 
that had as terrible a majesty. 

Fascinated by it, the Boman boy watched him as 
he reeled through the snnlight, while the browsing 
herds were scattered by the tomado of his course. 
The soldiers watched him also, as he came nearer 
and nearer straight across the plain, pausing for no 
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obstacle, bréaking through all vegetation, rushing 
like the wind over the width of the country. Then, 
rapidly as a lasso is thrown, they sprang upon 
him as he passed ; his arms^ his limbs, bis body^ 
were bound aind knotted with cords ere be coidd 
cast off one of the score of hands that seized him ; 
fettered in an instant, with the naked blades flashing 
round him, he stood like a wild horse netted by 
guachos, his muscles panting under the close-drawn 
bonds, his eyes wide-opened oü his captors, red and 
glariñg and senseless. There was no escape possible. 

He stood a moment, looking vacantly down on 
his bound limbs and the savage wolf-eyes of the 
soldiery. All consciousness seemed dead in him ; 
he was passive from the sheer intoxication of suflTer- 
ing, and he was weak in his body also, for from a 
wound on bis shoulder blood was oozing through 
his sbirt. Yet, as he felt the withes on his limbs, 
he fought against his captors on the sheer instinct of 
combat, with his head dropped like a bull of Aragón 
when it charges to give to the torreador the fatal 
blow of the cogida, and with his firm white teeth, 
the only weapon left him, clenched hard and fast at 
the throat of the soldier nearest him. 

For some minutes there wa^ a struggle that made 
even the bold veins of the Boman boy run chill — 
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weakened^ bampered, jammed, powerless as the 
captive was, he had terror for bis assaüants, as the 
bull when its black bidé is steeped scarlet with gore, 
and its flanks are transfíxed with the lance-heads, 
carnes death for picador and banderillo stilL But 
brute forcé conquered ; the hirelings of Francis were 
scarce better than brigands, and courage awakened 
no homage in them. When they fell away a little 
firom each other, and the dust of the parched plain 
that had risen in clouds above the scene of the 
conflict sank, they had pulled him down as with a 
lasso — he was stretched there on the short bumt 
turf, bis eyes distended, bis mouth ñlled with sand, 
bis limbs lashed fast with cords. 

To them he was but a Capri boatman, a tbing of 
the people, a scum of the sea, a rebel on whose life 
a good price was set, an animal to be tbrust to the 
shambles, how roughly mattered little so that out of 
bis beart they should cut that which they sougbt to 
know. 

They beaved him up, with a kick, by the ropes 
they had passed round bis waist and under bis 
shoulders ; they loosened a little the cords binding 
bis ankles, and bade him stand, holding a carbine 
at bis bead ; then they fastened him by bis belt to 
two of the Rtrongest-built of their band, and, with 
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bayoneta fixed in his rear, drove him on in their 
centre, as the Aragón bull is driven on at the point 
of the lance from pasture to circus. 

So they took their way through the white breath 
of the sunlight over the brown lonely plains, with 
their prisoner set in their midst. He had never 
spoken once. 

The child Berto rose slowly from his hiding- 
place in the low myrtle-bushes ; many a time his 
hand had been on his lifle to send a message of 
death through these wolves of the mountains who 
wore the King's livery, and dishonoured the title of 
soldier; as many times he had paused, knowing 
that one shot could avail nothing, and that, were it 
fired, he would only share the captivity of the man 
whom he sought to reléase. As his slight, girlish 
frame rose up out of the leafy screen and against 
the sunny blue of the sky, his teeth were set tight, 
his palé features had grown like marble. 

" They go to take him to their captain ; — ^they will 
make him tell where her refuge is. If he will not 
tell, they have rods, they have the water-torture — 
drop, drop, drop, ah ! till one is mad ! " he muttered 
aloud, in his breathless rage. He knew nothing of 
this stranger, save that he guessed him by his dress 
to be the sailor whom he had heard had rescued 
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her 6om Tavemo — in the cayem fais sleep had beea 
too {mifound to awake to any distant floond — ^bat 
the sight of the conflict and the capture akme 
soffioed to rouse all the revolutionaij and patriotic 
soul that was in him. He wmng his hands as he 
watched the soldieis move over the plaín, growing 
dark and distant as some ÜEU'-off troop of boffido. 

''Ah, the brigands: the assassins! And I could 
noi fire a ballet for him ! " he cried in his solitade. 
'^Miladi must know of it. She can say whether he 
will bear the scourge and be silent. If I had thought 
he would speak, I would have shot him dead before 
they could have got hiuL Almost I wish I had. It 
had been surer." 

For the Boman lad knew the means — passing the 
strength of humanity to endure — by which man who 
were mute against royal or priestly will were made 
to find voice in that fair dominión of Naple& 

'' She must know/' he mused ; — waited an instant, 
then with the Bpeed of a lapwing, once having the 
swell of the hillocks between him and the soldiery, 
he retraced his way over the lowlands to whence he 
carne, until out of the laughing biilliancy of the 
noon-sun he carne into the darkness of the cave^ 
which now was only lightened by the low flicker of 
the expiring pine-flames. 
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Her attitude had never changed. There was that 
in it, as she sat beside the great heap of silvered 
ashes and o( burat-out wood, that struck tbe 
boy's heart with a sudden awe and fear. The 
abasement, the subjection, of a fearless life has 
ever in it a certain terror — ^the , moumful terror 
of every fallen greatness-y-for tbose who look 
upon it. 

He went softly to her, and spoke low in her ear 
before she sa^ him by her. 
; *' Eccellenza, the soldiery are out." 
. She gaye no sign that she heard him, 
"The soldiers have him! Can you trust him, 
Illustrissima ? " 

She still seemed to hear nothing where her gaze 
was fixed upon the dying fire. The boy touched 
her timidly. 

"The King^s people have him, Miladi. Will he 
be trae?" 

She started, as though some corpse had been 
galvanised to life, and turned her face to him. 

" Trae ? Will who be trae' ? He whom all are 
false to ? Yes, trae to death — trae to death I " 

He saw that her mind wandered, that she had 
not aright imderstood him. 

"Eccellenza, hear me." he said, softly. "Tbe 
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soldiers have made that friend of yours their 
prisoner." 

She sprang to her feet, convulsed to passíonate 
energy, to fresh existence. 

" Prisoner ? The King's prisoner?—^ /" 

The boy's voice sank to a whisper; he had not 
thought it would move her thus ; he knew she was 
well used to send men out to die. 

" They took him on the shore there, by the ruins. 
They caught a brave man like a snared wolf, the 
cowards ! He fought — ^gods ! how he fought ; but 
they threw him like a bull in the lasso. Will he 
keep silence, think you ? " 

"He will keep silence till they lay him mute in 
death. Ah ! God reward you that you came to 
tell me r 

She put the wondering child aside, and swept 
across the vault to the far-ofF shadow where the 
Greek had crouched ; she stood before him ere he 
had seen her move. 

" I break my word to you. I go from here." 

"Go!" — he echoed dizzily; the violence of his 
fall had stupified him. " Go ! Not where I do not 
follow." 

" Follow, if you will." 

" Where, then ? " 
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" To the soldiers of Francis." 

She laughed aloud as she spoke ; she knew that 
the cowardice of his nature would no more let him 
pass out where she went than if gates of adamant 
opposed him. He was startled and bewildered ; he 
felt tenfold fear of her as she stood there in the 
shadows before him, with that despair on her face 
and that laugh on her lips; he had thought her 
dead or dying ; a superstitious hesitation held him 
afi-aid and irresolute. 

"Wait — ^wait," he said, stretching his hands out 
to hold her. "What is it you dream of ? What 
mad thing would you do V 

" Save the life you and I have sent out to destruc- 
tion." 

Before he could arrest her she had passed him, 
and was far out beyond the watch-fire, and lost in 
the gloom of the entrance-passage ; her hand was 
on the boy Berto's shoulder, and thrust him down 
the tortuous passage, swiftly and silently up to the 
open air. When once more the darkness lay behind 
her, and on her face was the breath of the moming, 
she bent to him. 

" Which way ? " 

He pointed to the northward, looking with wistful 
anxiety in her face. 
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" Miladi, what is it you will do ? " 

" My duty — late in the day." 

The hound had foUowed at her side ; she stooped 
and kissed his forehead, then sent him from her back 
into the shelter of the cavem, reluctant yet obedient. 

" Will you not need him ? " the boy asked. 

" No. Even a dog^s life is too noble to perish for 
mine. See you to him, and cherish him for my'sake.'* 

" I ! I go with you, Eccellenza." 

"No — go rather on the errand I gave you." 

" But " 

" Kush ! I have said — ^none go with me. And — 
for that you came and told me this thing — may the 
beauty of life rest with you ever, my child." 

She passed her hand softly over his fair curls. 

Then as rapidly and silently as a shadow passes 
she went from him on her fatal way. 

Over the heavy, rugged ground the soldiers forced 
their prisoner, with his arms lashed behind him, and 
the Garbines held at his temples. They were a 
dozen men under a corporal, scouts sent out by the 
commandant óf the gendarmerie scouring the shore ; 
low scoundrels who had been thieves ere they 
donned the King's unifoim, and wóuld be brigands 
when they doffed it. So that they dragged him to 
their captain, and compelled him to tell what they 
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sought from him, they heeded nothing beyond. His 
bound feet stumbled over the rough declivities, his 
chest was stifled under the crossed cords till he could 
barely breathe ; with every jerked step that his 
guards took over the roughness of the ground their 
shot might be lodged in his brain ; the red ants, 
disturbed in their hills, swarmed up his limbs and 
clung there; the open wound of his shoulder was 
cut by the tight-drawn ropes ; still he said not one 
word, but went on in their midst, with his bloodshot 
eyes staring.out at eai-th and sky yet seeing nothing, 
and with a heavy, suUen, murderous darkness on his 
face and on his souL 

Of physical sufifering he was insensible ; the dead- 
ness of despair had numbed in him all corporeal 
consciousness. There had only survived in him the 
mere mechanical brute instincts of defence and of 
resistance. Beaten in these, he resigned himself, 
passively, dumbly ; too vast a ruin had fallen on his 
life for him to heed what befel his body. So far as 
thought still was distinct to him, so far as any ray 
of it pierced the blackness of desolation in which 
every memory save one was lost, he wished that 
they would strike him dead upon the plain they 
traversed. 

They wondered that, cramped and bruised as he 
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was, and strong to ferocity as they had found him, 
he went with them thus mutely and iinresistingly ; 
they did not note the keen, hard, ravenous, longing 
look, as of one starving at sight of food, that his 
eyes ever and again cast npon the steel tubes of the 
slanted carbines which carried death and oblivion so 
near, and yet denied them, to him. 

Beyond this he knew nothing; he was dragged 
over the low-lying country at a pace as swift as the 
heat of the day and the unevenness of the uncertain 
paths would allow ; whether he had forcé to bear it, 
in the sultry noontide of summer, they never heeded. 
If he had fallen, they would have pulled him on still, 
as best they might, with his head striking the stones. 
He knew nothing ; the sunlight was like a blaze of 
fire ever about him ; the hard, hot skies seemed 
to glitter as brass ; water, mountain, the darkness 
of mjrrtle, the rush of wild birds, the blue gleam 
of the sea, the brown baked earth beneath his 
feet, these were all blurred, shapeless shadows to 
him, while his eyes looked out, straight onward, 
with the red, dusky, mastiflf flame in them that 
made his guards mutter among themselves that 
this man was mad, and should be shot like a mad 
dog. 

And they judged right : he was mad, with the 
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Othello madness that believes what it adores dis- 
honoured. 

At last their march paused; the silence was 
broken by the noise of loosened tongues ; there were 
stir, and tumult, and the clash of arms around 
them ; they had joined their comrades, — they had 
brought their prisoner to their captain to be judged. 
TJnder some mighty pillars of yellow travestine, the 
lonely reUcs of some forgotten temple, four or five 
score of black-browed, loose-hamessed soldiers, the 
worst of a worthless army, were scattered, lying fuU- 
length in the shade, taking their noonday meal, or 
slaking their thirst at a sluggish noxious streamiet 
stealing by the columns' base amongst the violet-roots. 
They had been checked a moment in their search by 
the sea for the fugitives ; and lay like hot, panting, 
ferocious dogs, ready to rise and use their teeth at a 
moment's tempting. 

They swarmed round him like a pack of wolves, 
but no chango carne on his face ; with a hundred 
soldiers beside him, lean, savage, ruflSanly, for the 
most part, as any Abruzzian banditti, with the 
glitter of their steel, the muzzles of their carbines, 
the yelling of their oaths, the clamour of their 
triumph about him where he stood powerless in 
their midst, they could not tell that he even saw 
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tibem there. His eyes never glanced to them ; they 
looked still, straightiy, sightlessly, to the low line 
where sea touched sky ; there was no consciousness 
in them, but there was that whích stilled their riot 
of exultation with a vague sense of danger in this 
chained man standing so cabnly in their hostile 
crowd. 

They fell back, as their commander, told of the 
capture, cam,e firom the nook of shadow, where, 
with his subaltem, he had been at rest apart Ke 
was little more than a guerUlero — a course, rough, 
careless^ Calabrian-bom filibuster. 

" A fine animal," he muttered, as he glanced over 
a paper of instructions, comparing the details there 
with the personal appearance of his prisoner. " So ! 
you are the sacrilegious scoundrel who broke into 
the monastery of Taverno, and used foul violence 
against the august person of his sacred grace of 
ViUaflor r 

" I am." 

Erceldoune answered mechanically ; his tongue 
clove to his mouth; his voice was hoarse and 
savage. 

"Basta! you are in haste to be hanged!" swore 
the Calabrian, half disappointed at an avowal which 
left him no excuse for the ingenuity of threat and 
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torture. "Since yofii conféss yourself guilty, go 
further, and tell us— what have you done with the 
bona-roba yoú stole from her prison V 

The word struck like the stroke of Kghtning. 

Life, sense, shame, grief, rage, nished over his 
hearer with a torrentes forcé ; the foám gathered on 
his lips ; he atrained for a moment like a fettered 
lion at his bonds ; — then he was still as with the 
stillness of death. 

" Speak — where is she ?" 

He made no answer. 

'* Have you no tongue ? We will make you find 
it, and use it. Tell me — quick! — ^where is this 
woman hidden ?" 

His vengeance was in his hands ; one word, one 
gesture only, to where the seá-cave lay, and his 
wrongs would be avenged, without the lifting of his 
hand. 

"Speak out," hissed the soldier, whose rage was 
rising. " Where is this empress-democrat ? Where 
does she hide ? She knew how to use that buffalo 
strength of yours ; but she will fool you, once she be 
free. We know what Miladi is ! Give her to us ; 
and you may save yourself á necklace of hemp, 
mayhap ?" 

There was still no answer. 
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"Has the sorceress put a spell on you?" swore 
the Calabrian. "Look you — ^you are safe to go to 
the gallows. Corpo di Christo !— it wUl be odds if 
his Grace do not think a quick twitch of the noose 
too gentle a punishment for you : Monsignore has 
a long arm and a heavy hand ! You are a fine 
animal — it were a pity all that sinew should rot in 
quick lime ; we will get your life saved somehow, 
if you put US this minute on the track of your 
mistress ?" 

He might never have spoken for aught by which 
he could tell that hé was heard. The threat that 
his body would be given to slaughter had little 
import to the man in whom all life, save the mere 
breath of existence, had already been slain by worse 
than a thousand deaths. 

" Have you no voice V yelled the commandant, 
infuriated that his unwonted oflfer of mercy met no 
responso. " We will find a way to make you speak, 
with your will or against it ! Once for all — ^will you 
show US where this woman is sheltered V\ 

" No." 

The Calabrian gnashed his glittering teeth. 

'* Altro ! You defy us, you hound ? We will see 
how loñg that obstinacy lasts. I have licence to 
-deal with you a^ I see fit ; to string you up by 
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the throat to that column if I judge it right in the 
need of my service. We will soon make you find 
voice, you dog of a rebel! Here; take him, and 
lash him to tkat pillar ; there^ in the fuU sun/' 

He was already bound, in cords that crossed and 
recrossed, and left him scarce liberty to draw the 
air through his lungs; it was an easy matter to 
fasten him to the shaft of the shattered column that 
stood in the glare of the noon, unshaded even by a 
branch or a coil of ivy. 

** Strip his shoulders, and let the gnats find him 
out," laughed the Calabrian, moving away to finish 
his meal and take a mid-day slumber. " We will 
see if we do not make him give tongue." 

He was obeyed. 

They stripped the linen firom his chest and 
shoulders, and lefb him in the fuUest forcé of the 
vertical rays; his wound uncovered, and his head 
bare. At his feet ran the half-dry brook. They 
went themselves into the shadow, and lay laughing, 
swearing, mocking, taunting, chanting obscene songs, 
and holding up to him in the distance the wine- 
cans they had drained. 

The insults passed by him unnoted, the jeers 
unheard; in the desolation of his life they were 
known no more than the sting of an insect is 
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felt by one whom vthe smoke and flama of a burmng 
pile is consuming.. 

Tet they had chained him to a martyrdom. 

The intense heat poured upon bis brain ; the 
scorching ligbt quivered. about him; hÍ3 véins 
swelied till it seemed, with every íresh pulse of the 
blood, they musí burst; the innumerable winged 
insects, humming through the summer houiB, at- 
tracted one by another> settled on his naked; breast, 
and thrust their antenn» into the bruised skin, and 
pierced their stings into the opening of the wound. 
He could not> free his hands to brush one of them 
away. His ihroat was di^^ as leather; his tongue 
was swoUen and black ; his thirst was unbearable ; 
and at his feet the shallow water ¿tole, to madden 
him with the murmur of the oool ripples he could 
not touch. The moments were as hours ; the 
mijiutes as years. The ¡earth, the air, the sky, were 
as one vast fumace that enclosed him ; where the 
jagged and beating nerves had been laid open by the 
hatchet-stroke, thebuzzing gnats alit, and clove, 
and stung, and feasted. Weaklier men would have 
had the mercy of insensibility ; — with him the vital 
strength, the indestructible forcé of Hfe within him, 
kept every nerve and every sense strung to their 
keenest under the torture. 
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Yet when they carne to him ever and again and 
asked ^ím if he would speak at last, his silepce 
remained unbroken. He was faithful to those who 
bad betrayed him. 

He could receive reléase, as he could take ven- 
geance, by the utterance of one word. He could 
deliver over his a^asassin to justice, and unloose his 
traitress to the doom that waited her, by the same 
sign that should free him from this slow «xcruciating 
death. He could cease to suffer, and become the 
just accuser of those by whom he was destroyed. 
He could sever his bonds, and divide those whose 
guilty unión was a worse agony to him than it lay in 
the power of his torturers to deaL His own fate and 
theirs rested in his ehoice. 

And he bore his martyrdom and kept silence. 
The supremo hour of his passion had come to 
him and tempted him, and found him strong. 
The purity of his honour would not let him take 
a traitorous shame even against those who dealt 
him treachery; the great love in him could not 
forsake her utterly, although itself forsaken and 
betrayed. 

The bond of his word was as religión to him still ; 
and in his sight, though fallen, lost, dishonoured, she 
still was sacred. 
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So far as thought could come to him, his thought 
was still to save her. 

And he hung there, bound by the waist, with the 
blaze of the sun in his blind eyes and on his throb- 
bing brain, and the clonds of the booming circling 
gossamer wings growing darker and larger as his 
tormentors swarmed down to fasten upon him. 

One of the soldiers, whom he had heavily bruised 
in the struggle for his capture, came out of the shade 
and dipped a wooden cup in the brook, and held it 
just beyond the reach of his lips. 

" Speak, and you shall have drink ! " 

His throat was baked like bumt clay, his mouth 
was full of dust, his tongue was cloven to his teeth ; 
he longed for water with the death-thirst of the 
desert. 

The Italian reached and touched his beard with 
the rim of the cup, so that the coolness of the 
draught mocked him cióse. 

" Wm you speak ? " 

He faintly moved his head in denial. 

The soldier laughed with taunting mirth, and 
shook the water from the bowl out on to the herbage 
at his feet : he knew that every wasted drop would 
be an added pang. 
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Still he never spoke. 

They left him again to the Tantalus torture. He 
had hís íreedom in his own choice ; in the utterance 
of one word ; and he let them do their worst upon 
him rather than tum traitor to the womaD whom he 
held his traitress. 

They carne and grouped about the pillar^ 
and looked up in his face again with riotous 
laughter and foul-mouthed outrage at him in 
his defencelessness. The brazen sky bumed above 
in pitiless fire ; the smilmg cruelty of the salt 
sea mocked him with its tossing sunlit fresh- 
ness ; the red ants were slowly climbing the base 
of the column> scenting blood, and swarming 
upward to fasten on him ; through the . air the 
first mosquito winged its way, herald of troops to 
come. 

" Will you answer now ? " asked the chief. 

" No ! " 

The Calabrian flung himself round on his men in 
the rear. 

^'Take him down^ and scourge him till you cut 
the truth out of his heart ! " 

They were like a herd of Fyrenean dogs ; the sight 
of prey roused all their ravenous instincts. Men 
tasting once the power and the pleasure of torture 
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rarely pause till they lose their sport to the king- 
player, Death. 

They mibound him from the column, and fastened 
him afresh to a low block of stone^ strípped to the 
waist, 80 that bis chest and back should be lefb 
undefended for the curling thongs of the lash; his 
faee was set still seawards, so that the fair breadth of 
the free ivaters mocked him with its Kberty. His 
head hung heavüy downward ; throes of pain, like 
the scorching of fire, throbbed throngh his wounded 
flesh ; the rushing of pent-up blood filled his lungs, 
his brain, his ears, his throat to suffocation. There 
was a pause of some moments ; they were weaving 
together some cords and some leathem belts into 
the thing they needed. The chief sauntered near 
him once more, and looked at him doubtingly : he 
knew the Capri mariners could be dogged in brain- 
less obstinacy as any Capri mulé, but he saw that 
this man^s endurance was far more than the mere 
mute, contumacious persistence of a sullen ignor- 
ance. He struck away, half compassionately, a 
gnat that was alighting on his prisoner's bare 
breast. 

" You are too fine a brute to be cut in pieces with 
tljie lash. Look you, they have tough arms, have my 
n^en ; they will make their belts lay your lungs open 
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if you keep silent. Do you know how the leather 
can eat a man's flesh ? " 

He bent his head in assent ; in Bussia he. had 
seen a serf die under the scourge. 

" You do ? Well, that grand frame of yours will 
not apare you ; they will mash it to pulp. Will you 
not speak — ^now ? " 

" I have answered." 

**You are a fool and a madman!" swore the 
Calabrian. " You lose your life for a worthless 



woman." 



A spasm that the bodily torture had never 
brought there passed over his captive's face. He 
kept silence stilL 

The Italian shrugged his shoidders, and strolled 
away. 

There was a momentos longer pause, then two 
soldiers carne to theix work ; they bore the whips 
that they had made, with the heavy buckles at the 
end of the belts serving as the leaden points with 
which the lash is commonly weighted. The blows 
would fall from either side, as the strokes of the wood- 
man's hatchet fall on a tree. The rest of the band 
closed round in a semicircle, their commandant 
slightly in advance. • 

Then — ^then only — as he saw the scourges in their 
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hands^ and knew the indignity that approached him^ 
the mute calm of his endurance, the apathy of that 
desolation of the heart in which all bodily suffering 
passes as nought, changed and broke. All the fíre 
of his nature, all the pride of his race, all the dignity 
of his manhood, flashed to sudden Ufe. He nevar 
spoke — ^he was bound, motionless — but he raised his. 
head and looked them full in the eyes with all the 
haughty wrath of his fearless blood once more aflame. 
It was but one look ; his aim could not avenge him, 
ñor his strength resist the outrage; yet before it 
they paused and quailed. For the instant they stood 
irresolute, cowed by the challenge of that unshrink- 
ing leonine regaxd ; then, savage at their own sense 
of shame, they threw themselves forward, the metal- 
weighted thongs swirled round their heads, gathering 
full forcé to curl around him like a serpent's folds ; 
the watching soldieiy drew deep noiseless breaths in 
silence, the hot hushed air of noon had not a sound 
upon it ; he stood erect to his full height, the courage 
of the soul victorious over the torture of the body. 
Before the uplifted hands could fall, a single word 
echoed down through the stillness — " Wait ! " 

The scourgers paused ; the chief swung round to 
see who dared bid his men's obedience halt Into 
their startled crowd carne the woman they sought. 
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Against the glitter of the sea and the brown desola- 
tion of the plains, they saw Idalia. 

From the captive they had bound a long bitter 
ciy rang — a cry that the lash would not have forced 
from him, though- it should have cut his heart in 
twain. 

• Breathless and toil-wom, she pressed her way to 
him and fell at his feet, and strove with both hands 
to wrench apart the knots that held him. The Cala- 
brian seized her; he knew her but by ñame, and 
her face was strange to him. 

" Woman ! — ^how daré yon ? Who are yon ? " 

"I am Idalia Vassalis. Take me — bind me — 
scourge me. But let the guiltless go." 

The rough mountaineer looked at her amazed, 
awed, dazzled, doubting his own senses. 

" Yon are the Countess Vassalis ? " 

There in her masque-robes, with the gold all soiled 
and blackened, the scarlet aflame against the sun, 
€xhausted by that mid-day travel through the blaze 
of noon, yet with so much command in her eyes, 
with so much majesty in her glance, she moved him 
to fear as the sight of Cleopatra, captive, would have 
moved a Latin boor of the cohorts. 

" Yes, yes, yes ! Are there no men here who can 
swear to me ? I am the rebel you seek. Take me ; 
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do what yon will with me ; deliver me up to your 
masters — ^but free that man^ who is innocent ! " 

The Calabrian shaded bis eyes with his hand ; he 
felt giddy before her. 

" Is it she ? " he whispered a comrade. 

" It is she," said a Lombard, from the ranks. " I 
saw her before Verona ; my shot killed a horse under 
her." 

She tumed her head to the soldier. 

"I thank you for your witness. Now — do your 
duty. Bind me, and free your prisoner." 

" Free him ! So ! — ^he has as much guilt as you." 

" He has no guilt. Unloose him, I say ; fasten 
me there in his stead; use those thongs upon 
me ; it will not be the first time you scourged a 
woman. Take him down, and bind me there in his 
place, by every justice in earth and heaven 1 " 

Erceldoune's voice crossed her own, husky and 
forced with difficulty from his swoUen throat. 

" Do not heed her. She speaks only to save 



me " 



The Calabrian laughed coarsely. 

"Ah! This fine Capriote dog, is he your love- 
toy, then, 'llustrissima ? " 

" He is my victim. May not that better reléase 
him ? " The coarse outrage had no power to wound 
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her; she had no consciousness except of the man 
who, for her sake, was bound in the cruel scorching 
noondáy well-nigh to the pangs of a cinicifixion. " Is 
he to suffer for those who have wronged him ? He 
does so when he suflfers for me ! If I be your enemy, 
I am tenfold his; will not that quell your rage 
against him ? I have ruined him ; that should give 
him grace in your sight ? From first to last he has 
been wronged by me. Plundered, wounded, left for 
dead by those who were of my people ; used by me, 
forsaken by me, driven to peril and bondage by me — 
has he not more to hate me for than you ? In the 
nobility of his heart he shields me still, because he 
once has plédged me shelter, because his honour 
still is greater even than his immeasurable wrongs ; 
but he does so only because he is above even his 
own just vengeance, only because he will not pur- 
chase freedom even at cost of Uves that are his curse." 

She sank down at his feet once more ; she strove 
to rend his bonds asunder ; — ^he seemed to her great 
as never man was great in that silent martyrdom, 
endured for those who had betrayed him. He looked 
down on her, doubting his own senses, doubting that 
the buming of the sun made him, in delirium, dream 
the words he heard, the face he saw. 

"Free him!" she cried aloud, with that ferocity 
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of unbearable misery which makes the gentlest 
savage. " What plea have yon to hold him ? I am 
here; I surrender to yoiu Take me to king or 
príest, as you choose ; give me only his liberty for 
mme! 

Instínctively his heart went out to save her ; his 
consciousness awakened through the feverish mists 
of pain enough to know that remorse flung her here 
to perish for him, enough by unconsidered impulse 
to seek to save her still. 

"Do not heed her, I say,*' his lips breathed 
hoarsely. " She only speaks to spare me " 

" Ho ! " laughed the Calabrian, *' how you quarrel 
for the kiss of the lash ! Now we have you we will 
keep you — ^both.'* 

She tumed on him with her oíd imperious com- 
mand: 

" O God ! you will not daré to take his Ufe ! He 
is of England — not of Italy. Such things as he has 
done against your king and your laws he has done 
never for himself, only at my instance " 

" A likely tale, to screen your fellow-rebels, Miladi ! 
Tell it to more credulous hearers '* 

" You think that I speak falsely ? " 

For the moment the oíd glorious challenge of her 
disdainful pride beamed from her face ;— they who 
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saw it thought, despite themselves, that if this woman 
were not above a lie,»then never truth was uttered 
in this world. 

" It is no matter how you speak," the Italian made 
her answer. " You are my prisoners ; I shall but 
give you over to those who will judge you." 

" Give me, then. Am I not here that you may do 
your worst with me ? But by all justice, all mercy, 
all pity, leave him free ! " 

" It is impossible ! " 

She threw herself before him ; she let her fallen 
hair bathe his feet, she poured out the vivid utter- 
ances of an eloquence that none ever heaid unmoved, 
she sued to him as never for herself would she have 
sued an emperor ; for the only time in her life she 
abased herself to supplication — she to whom the 
praying of such a prayer was worse than the en- 
durance of any chastisement. 

The Calabrian heard her, startled, dazzled, shaken^ 
but he would not yield. 

" It is too late," he said, abmptly. " Miladi, why 
did you not think before what serving you might 
cost to a brave man ? You treated him like a dog : 
well, he must die a dog's death. The blame of it is 
not wAney 

There was a certain pathos in the words ; he was 
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brave enough himself to honour the coxirage he had 
80 mercilessly tríed; her head sank as though the 
rebuke of Deity spoke by the rough soldier^s mouth ; 
she crouched with a low moan^ like a stricken ani- 
maFs, at the foot of the column where Erceldoune 
was bound. 

He tumed on her his strained and aching eyes. 

"Why have you so much mercy on my 
body?" 

There was an infinite reproach in the infinite 
patience of the wondering words. Why had she 
who had slain his soul^ his spirít, his hope, all in him 
that made the living of his life of any peace, of any 
worth, thus have mercy on the mere torture of limb 
and nerve and sinew ? Why did she who had been 
sopitiless, so wanton in her cruelty, feel compassion 
and contrition before the coarse, indiflferent doom of 
merely physical pain ? 

The Calabrian looked at them in silence, then 
motioned to his men. 

" Take them from the sun-glare, and bmd them 
together." 

In a sense he felt pity, because he felt the homage 
of courage to courage, for this man whom he had 
seen so loyal at such awful cost ; but for her he had 
no emotion, save dread of her as a sorceress, save 
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wrath against her for one whose fell temptations had 
been so fatal and so nithless. 

She made no resistance ; she never felt the grating 
of the leathem thongs npon her wrists ; she had lost 
all consciousness of personal suffering; she had come 
to deliver up her Ufe for his, and the sacrifice was 
given too late. She had no knowledge left her save 
this, no heed for whatsoever they might do to her, 
though she had given herself back to a worse 
captivity than' the prison of the grave. As the 
leash with which the soldiers coupled them 
like hounds was puUed tighter, her hand toiiched 
his. He shuddered as he had never done when the 
mosquito had thrust its sting into his unshielded 
breast. 

She felt rather than saw it ; it passed through her 
in tenfold bittemess. This man, who had held him- 
self unworthy to touch but the hem of her gar- 
ment, who had deemed himself blessed as with the 
gift of gods if her eyes but dwelt with a smile on 
his, now shrank from the contáct of her hand as 
from pollution, from iniquity ! 

" Take me away," she moaned, wearily. " Woidd 
you chain him to his murderess ?" 

They hesitated, and looked towards their chief. 

" Leave me, and take him down ! " she said, with 
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that vibration in her voice that scared them like 
startled sheep. " He dies there, and you have not 
mercy enough even to lift him up one drop of water. 
If you are inen, and not fiends, unloose him ! " 

They had been as fiends in their sport ; the 
southem cruelty that will rend a bird's wings from 
its body, or a butterfly's dainty beauty asnnder, 
laughing softly all the while, had been awakened in 
them ; they were loath to quit its indulgence. 

He looked as though she said aright, and that he 
was dying lashed there to the column ; his eyes were 
blood-red, his mouth open and swoUen, his forehead 
pui"ple with suffused blood ; his heart beat visibly, 
great slow laboured throbs, under the cords. 

She wrenched herself from their hold, and caught 
the wooden cup the soldier had cast down, and filled 
it with the water of the stagnant stream, and held 
it upward to his lips. He quivered from head to 
foot, and shrank from the draught that through the 
parching heat he had been athirst for with so deadly 
a longing. 

*' Do not torture me — more ? " 

The whisper was almost inarticulate from his dry 
stififened lips : the cup fell from her hold. She 
knew his meaning; she remembered the memory 
which made the thirst that he endured more 
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bearable than that action from her hand. She 
tumed passionately on the nearest soldiers. 

" Show some human mercy ! Bind me there in 
his stead, tear me limb from limb as children tear 
the fire-flies ; it will be rarer pastime for you to put 
a woman to torment ! You know what mamier of 
thing is justice ? Then if you do, by every law of 
justice make me sufifer, and spare him." 

Under their drooping lids, his eyes lightened » 
moment with a gleam of consciousness : his instinct 
was still for her defence. 

" Let me be. So best," he said, faintly. " It will 
soon end." 

She was worthless — she had so declared herself ; 
she was his traitress and another's paramour; yet 
the loyalty in him survived still — still, to lay his life 
down for her had its sweetness for him. 

A shrill wailing cry broke from her, like that of 
some creature perishing in the trough of waves or 
under billowy flames. 

" O Christ ! have you no pity ? Take him down 
while there is breath in him, and bind me there in 
his stead. I will never bid you spare me one 
pang ! " 

They looked doubtfuUy at their chief : he signed 
them to obey her. 
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" She says justly ; it is she who ought to suffer. 
Loóse him, and bring him out of the sun." 

They unloosened the knotted cords that swathed 
his limbs to the column. When they were whoUy 
unfastened, he swayed forward, his head fell on his 
breast, his body bent like a reed, there was foam 
npon his beard, and his eyes were closei 

A great stillness carne then upon the soldiery 
about the place ; through them, under their breath, 
they whispered that their work was done — ^that he 
was dead. 

She alone thought not as they thought, that his 
sacrifice for her was crowned by the last sacrifico of all. 

'^He is not dead," she said, simply. 

There was a strange cahnness and certainty in the 
words that thrilled through those who heard them. 
They looked at her, neither touching ñor opposing 
her ; she had terror for them — terror for them as of 
some great, fallen, half-shameful, and half-glorious 
thing. Every intense passion carries its reaction of 
fear upon those who witness it : hers had such on 
them now. They dimly felt that if they, in their 
wanton cruelty, had been the actual murderers of 
this man, she knew herself far more utterly his 
destróyer than they could be, who had but harmed 
his mortal form. 
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" He is not dead," she said, with that vibration of 
an exquisite joy crossing the icy desolation of despair, 
which smote the most callous there to some vague 
sense of answering pain ; — as though her voice 
reached him, he raised himself slightly, where two 
soldiers held up his sinking frame, his Kps gasped 
for breath, his eyes unclo^ed to the dazzling gleam 
of the day, he stood Brect, while a loud cry broke 
from him : 

" O God :— I cannot.áie ! " 

The English words missed the listening southem 
ears; she alone knew the agony in them of the 
great imperisháble strength that would not let life 
leave him, that wonld survive all which strove to 
slay it — ^survive to keep sensation, memory, know- 
ledge in him, and to refuse the only mercy 
he could ever know, the mercy of oblivion and 
annihilation. 

The Calabrian went and laid his hand upon his 
prisoner's shoidder. , 

" You are a fine brute. I am sorry you provoked 
US. See here — this woman is the guiltier : she says 
so : she is come to suflfer in yoór stead." 

He heard, though all his senses still were dim — 
though earth, and sea, and sky, and the ring of the 
aimed men, and hejr face in the white fumace-heat 
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of the sunlight were all one misty blaze of colour to 
him. He heard^ and bis lips moved faintly. 

" She shall not suffer — ^for me." 
So far as thought could be olear to bim, be tbougbt 
tbat, having simied so deeply against bim, remorse 
at the last bad struck ber, and drawn ber bere to bear 
witness for bim. He tbougbt tbat tbere yet dwelt 
in ber too mucb still of native courage, of inbom 
nobility, to let ber rest in «afety and security, wbilst 
tbrougb ber sin, and to give ber freedom, be endurad 
tbe doom to wbicb sbe bad cast bim out ; be tbougbt 
tbat, so far, sbe was true to berself, tbougb false witb 
worse tban a Delilab's treacbery to bim. To take 
vengeance upon ber was a poor, vain, wretcbed quit- 
tance tbat never glanced by bim ; a grossness, a base- 
ness tbat could bave no place witb bim ; bis great 
tortured passion could no more bave slaked itself 
in sucb a payment tban it could bave wreaked its 
wrong by tbe bruising and tbe marring of tbat mere 
loveliness of form wbicb bad been tbe lure and in- 
strument of bis destruction. 

Tbe Italian swore a beavy oatb. 

" Are you mad ? Wby, of ber own testimony she 
bas been your ruin 1 " 

" Of a woman's compassion sbe says it — out of ber 
own moutb you would not condemn ber ? " 
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It was the solé denial^ the solé evasión of the 
truth that ever his voice had spoken. To save him- 
self, he would not have borrowed the faintest like- 
ness of a lie ; but in the dizzy mists of his reeling 
senses this one instinct remained with him — ^to save 
her even from herself, to screen her even from the 
justice that would avenge him. 

As she heard, where she stood bound^ held back 
by the guards who had seized her, her eyes met his ; 
— guilty or guiltless, faithful or faithless, by that 
look he knew that she loved him as no woman will 
love twice. 

His head sank, his eyelids closed, he shivered in 
the scorching day. She loved him, or she had not 
come thither ; she loved him, or never that language 
had bumed for him in her glance. But this love — 
love of the traitress, of the voluptuous betrayer, of 
the temptress of sin, of the " queen of evil, lady of 
lust," — what was this to him ? 

Some touch of veneration for the courage they 
had witnessed, for the self-sacrifice they vaguely 
understood, had come upon the brígands round 
him — ^brigands in their coarseness, their training^ 
and their brutality, though they wore the livery of a 
monarchy. They had seen that this man could hold 
his own in contest with the strength, and the rage, 
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and the prolonged resistance of Hons ; they saw now 
that he could suñer and submit with the mute- 
éñduring patient self-surrender and self-command 
of those saints of whom the priests had told them, in 
€heir boyhood, dim, pathetic, ancient legends, half 
fórgot and half remembered. They yielded him 
a certain reluctant, wondering respect, and they 
brought him, with more gentle usage, where the 
•thickly-woven olive and acantíius made a 6hadow 
firom the san, and gave him water to sláke his 
buming throat, and drew the linen folds of his dress 
over his wounded chest with what wa., for them, 
almost téndemess.* To her they had no such pity ; 
théy knéw her a revolutionist, a rebel, an infidel, as 
they were told, a woman of evil, murderous, and 
fearful sorcery, who could revengo with the "evil 
eyé" all those who incensed her by resisting her 
seductions; they hated her with a great sullen 
hate, the stronger, because it was the barbarous 
hatred that is bom of fear. But for their com- 
mander they wonld have shot her ^down with a 
volley from their carbines, that the fatal regard 
might gaze on them no more with the glance 
that they believed could wither them like a sor- 
ceress' incantations. They bound her arms behind 
her with ruthless severity, till her fair skin was 
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lacerated and bruised ; then they forced her down 
on to the yellow grasses that grew lank and long 
amongthe fallen temple-stones^ and passed the ropes 
that bound her round a block of travestine, From 
the'moment that she had asked for his deliverance, 

she had never spoken. 

• 

He was so near her that, stretching her hand out 
had she been free, she could ha ve touched him where 
they had laid him down. His pain-racked limbs 
were stiff and motionless ; he could not have stirred 
one step to save his life ; his &ame was racked with 
cramp, and the virus from the insects' teeth seemed 
to eat like vitriol into his flesh ; his face was buried 
in the gi'asses as his forehead rested on his arm ; he 
could' not bear to look upon her ; he could not bear 
to feel her gaze was on him. To the watching eyes 
of the soldiers about them, to the certainty of cap- 
tivity, or worse, that waited them, tkey were both 
unconscious ; all that either knew was that presence 
of the other, which surpassed ajiy martyrdom to 
which military and priestly power could ever bring 
them. 

There was silence for some time around; the 
chief of the scanty troop had sent northward 
for orders. He was uncertain what to do, and 
whither to take them. In a thing of so much 
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moment he feared to move rashly or wrongly ; the 
people were inflamed, moreover ; the times were rife 
with unrest and sedition, the loouths of the populace 
were whispering tales that made the national blood 
bum hot against the Bourbon ; he feared a riot — 
even it might be a rescue — if he bore this woman, 
to whom his superstition gave such spells, and to 
whom the revolutionists gave such homage^ in the 
full noonday captivo towards Naples. 

Where they had fastened her she sat with her head 
bowed down, and her eyes, that bumed like fire under 
•their swoUen aching Uds, fastened on him where 
he lay. He had lost all actual knowledge that she 
was near, in the exhaustion that had succeeded to 
the long strain on every nerve and fibre. Delirious 
teeming fancies swam before his brain even in that 
lethargy of wom-out powers ; in them he had no 
sense of the jeality of her presence beside him ; but 
in visions he believed he beheld her, the priestess of 
passion and pain, the goddess of darkness and of the 
spells of the senses, whom no man shall worship 
and Uve. 

The messenger retumed. The answeríng com- 
mand was whispered by him to his officer. There 
was noise and movement and haste and delay around 
them under the shadow of the aged silvered olive- 
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trees. Neither knew ñor heeded it. Fate had 
wrought its worst on them, 

The soldiers brought a long low waggon, taken 
from a homestead some way in the interior, oxen- 
drawn, and commonly used to bear the load of 
millet-sheaves at harvest, or the piles of purple fruit 
at vintage time. They half-dragged, half-lifted hím 
upon the straw within it, and motioned her to a 
place beside him. She stooped over him where he 
lay, half-senseless. 

" O Heaven ! how yon sufFer ! " 

The darkness of his eyes, humid and lustreless, 
gleamed on her a moment under his half-closed lids ; 
he tumed with restless fever on the straw. 

" You think this pains 1 " 



CHAPTER X. 

"I WOULD HAVE GIVEN MY SOUL FOR THTS." 

The oxen toiled laboriously on their wearisome 
way; the waggon jolted on its large unpainted 
wheeis ; the soldiers marched on either side^ and in 
the van and rear: the tawny leathem covering 
flapped idly to and iro, whilst about it clung a faint 
sweet fragrance from grass crops and vine-loads 
carried through many changing seasons of the 
earth. 

Where they went she had no knowledge; they 
had bound her eyes ; that the noon in time passed 
and the cooler day followed she could tell by some 
diminution in the intensity of heat, and by the 
tender music of birds* throats that every now and 
then broke out from myrtle thickets and lemon- 
gardens that they wended their way through as the 
hours advanced. The measnred march of the men, 
and of the heavy tread of the cattle, at intervals 
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paused ; then she heard the muttering of voices, 
and some change in their guarda* position round 
the waggon, as though uneasiness or insecurity was 
prevalent amongst the scanty troop. Time seemed 
endless ; but she knew that she might easily err in 
its reckoning, for the oxen moved with great tardi- 
ness, and neither man ñor beast could press on with 
any swiftness till the sun had sunk lower. At her 
feet Erceldoune lay motionless; she could not see 
or touch him, she could only listen for each sigh 
of the painful breath he drew through his aching 
chest. 4- feverish lethargy held him insensible. 
They had screened him from the heat with some 
broken boughs ;— the soldiers compassionated him 
as the prey of the " evil eye." At times, from the 
weakness that had followed on the ordeal he had 
endured, his breathing and the pulsations of his 
heart were so low, that neither could be detected 
by her eager ear; she could not tell whether lifé 
had ceased or not, and her own heart stood still 
^vith a fear that no jeopardy of her own life had 
ever roused in her. And yet-what would exist- 
ence, if it lingered in him, be to him! Only an 
existence dragged out at the galley-oar amidst the^ 
compauionship of felons. Or, — even if -his country 
and his friends gained freedom for him.-only one 



312 IDALIA. 

unending misery tbrougfa his memory, through bis 
loss of her. 

Through the darkness and the stiUness round her 
the sounds of the declining day, that was still bright 
upon the world, carne with strange dístinctness. The 
song of a child's voice on the air ; the noise of a 
water-wheel ín a stream; the slow droning notes 
of monastic bells ; the laughter of vinedressers 
among the budding vines ; the moumful chaunt of 
a réquiem as a village funeral passed witb the 
crucifix borne aloft ; a thousand murmurs of sweet 
sunlit idyllic life, carne on the stiUness with.a jarring 
cruelty through the ceaseless tread of the soldiers* 
feet, and the slow creaking of the reluctant wheels. 

At length they paused and bade her descend. She 
drew back : " Where he goes, I go ! " 

She spoke, not with the supplication of a womají 
who loved to rest near what she loved, but rather 
with the entreaty of remorse to share the victim's 
fate, with the demand of a leader to endure whatever 
fell to the lot of one who too loyally obeyed such 
leadership. The soldier laughed noisily : 

" Oh, yes ! you shall have your lover, *Ilustrissima, 
Come !^-or it will be worse for him." 

She obeyed, obliged to be content with such a 
promise, lest thethreat against him should be borne 
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out. Her eyes were still bound from the light. She 
heard them lift him down from his bed of straw. 
She thought they bore him after her, as heavy steps 
followed in her rear ; and a heavy hand thrust her 
forward down long stone passage-ways. Where they 
had brought her was a large granary, or group of 
store-houses, veiy lonely, and built strongly in early 
days, when the ungathered grain* had to be not 
seldom defended with a fierce struggle from the 
raids of foreign bands that fought their quairels out 
upon Italian soil. The building was two-storied, and 
the vast bam-like chambers were of stone, with 
slender windows barred with rusty iron, and with 
a faint dreamy odour in them from sheaves of 
millet stored there, and from a quantity of the 
boughs of the sweet myrtle, which had been eut 
away to lay clear the steras of olives to the air. 

They undid the cord that bound her hands, and 
left her as they closed the door, and drew the bolts 
without. 

She tore down the bandage that covered her eyes, 
and saw that they had played her false. In the 
dai'kened room she stood alona 

For many hours afterwards time was a blank to 
her. 

Whether sleep succeeded to the exhaustion, the 
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endurance, and the sleepless toil of the past days 
and nights, or whether she again lost consciousness, 
and lay aa in a trance, she never knew. The irre- 
sistible reaction that follows on over-wrought excita- 
tion carne on her. The wom-out limbs and the 
strained nerves succumbed to it, and it stole upwárd 
at length to the bram, and deadened it to all 
sentient life, to all remembrance, to all thought. 

When she awakened, she was lying, thrown for- 
ward on the heap of dying myrtle. AU was in- 
tensely still ; through the slit of the casement the* 
midnight stars were shining, and the hooting of an 
owl carne wailingly on the stillness. 

Her first memory was of him. Her first action 
was to arise and look out on the night. A beautiful 
country lay in the pallor of the young moon's rays ; 
she knew the landscape well ; it was but few leagues 
from Naples. Below, nnder some great trees of 
olive and of lemon, two sentinels were pacing with 
their carbines slanted ; except for their measured 
tread there was no sound. The pla<;e was lonely and 
deserted ; the out-building among maze-fields and 
olive-slopes of a farm belonging to the Crown. She 
looked ; then went back to the couch of ^withering 
myrtle, and sought to make her thoughts grow clear ; 
and the manifold hazards and remembrances of her 
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past become of use in her extremity. But the task 
was beyond her strength. She was fasting — she 
was devoured with thii-st; she was conquered by 
physical fatigué; she could see, hear, remember, 
nothing but the face of the man who had been will- 
ing to perish for her sake, — the gallant beauty bound 
to the stone-shaft, mutilated, bruised, agonised, — the 
voice which yet gave her no reproach more bitter than 
that one rebuke, " Why have you so much mercy on my 
body ?" She loved him with the voluptuous warmth 
of southem passion ; but she loved him also with that 
power of self-negation which would have made her 
accept any doom for herself, could she thereby have 
released him to freedom and to peace. Her pride of 
nature, her imperial ambitions, her habit of domi- 
nión, and her desire of homage, had given her long a 
superb egotism, even whilst she had been ever will- 
ing to lose all she owned for the furtherance of lofty 
aims. But now all heed of herself was killed in her ; 
on her own fate she never cast a thought of pity. 
She had played a great game, won many casts in it, 
and lost the last. That was but the see-saw of life. 
But he — ^for his loyalty he perished ; for his nobility 
he suñered as felons suflfer ; by the very greatness of 
his faith he was betrayed ; by the very purity of his 
sacrifice he was lost for ever ! 
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Time crept darkly on. The odour of the myrtles 
was like the moumful fragrance from flowers strewn 
upon a coflSn. From below, the monotonous sound 
of the slow regular steps sounded faintly; in the 
gloom bats flew to and fro, and an owl, who had her 
nest among the rafters, flitted in and out through 
the bars of the unglazed casement, seeking and 
bringing food for her callow brood. The silence was 
unbroken; the darkness fiUed with a stealing, 
sickening sense of unseen life, as rat and lizard 
darted over the stones, and the downy wings of the 
night-birds brushed the air ; she felt as though 
she should lose reason itself in that horrible stillness, 
that fettered misery, that impotent inaction. 

Amidst all, there came on her a strange dreamy 
wonder how the life of the world was passing. For 
twelve days she had been as dead as though she had 
lain in her tomb. When they had seized her at 
Antina, the time had been pregnant of great things ; 
whether they had been brought forth or strangled in 
their birth she could not tell. All that had been 
done amongst men was a blank to her. 

Then all such memories driffced far from her 
again. One remembrance alone remained — ^that of 
the man who sufFered his martyrdom for her rather 
than render up to justice one by whom he believed 
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himself betrayed more foully than the sleeping 
Sisera slain under the sanctity of the roof-tree. She 
knew it might well be that never again would they 
look upon each other's face ; that they might di-ag 
their lives on asunder^ chained apart at the labour 
of felons, with etemal silence betwixt them, and 
knowing not even when each other's lives should- 
cease* 

It is a horrible knowledge — that one living, yet 
will be for ever as the dead. 

Fear had never touched her; yet now a super- 
natural terror seemed to glide into her veins. The 
black shades of the stealing lizards^ and the cold 
touch of the bat's wing as it passed, grew unbear- 
able ; the darkness seemed drawing in on her closer 
and closer ; the eyes of the night-birds glowed like 
flame through the gloom ; she uttered a bitter cry, 
and threw herself against the bars, and shook them 
with all the forcé of despair. " Let me see him 
once, that he may know!" she cried out to the 
peace of the night. " Oh Qod ! that he may know ! *' 

The cry, though not the words, was heard. 

The door was unbolted, and openeA The light of 
a lamp fell on the floor. The Calabrian entered. 

" So ! what is it, Miladi ?" 

He carne, careless and ready for a braggai-t's 
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insolence. She tumed her eyes on him, and the look 
Bmote him speechless. * 

** You played me false/' she said to him. *' Where 
is he r 

He stammered^ then was silent. She dazzled and 
affrighted him, as her sudden apparition had done in 
the blaze of the noonday. He thought coarse and 
evil things against her; he had heard them said, 
and deemed them true ; but in her presence, even to 
thint them seemed a sacrilege. 

" Where is he ?" she repeated. " Answer me " 

"He is near you.** He spoke at random; with 
the flicker of the lamp on the scarlet of Ker dress, 
and the gleam of her loose-hanging hair, her beauty 
looked to him unearthly. 

"Inthisbuüdingl" 

"Yes. You are both — ^kept here because — ^until 

'* He stopped confusedly, and bent above the 

wick of the lamp, as though it needed trimming. 

''Untilwhatr* 

"TJntil the king's pleasure," he replied, suUenly. 

She came closer to him. 

" You are a soldier ?" she asked. 

«Yes." 

" Well then, brave men are commonly pitiful, 
Let me see him for one hour to-night." 
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He would have laughed out a coarse jest ; but as 
he met her look he dared not. 

" Impossible !" he answered, curtly. " No'prisoners 
must commune with each other." 

"Iknow — ^Iknow!" she interrupted him. "But 
gold keys unlock all barriers ? I am rich. Ñame 
your'price. You shall have it if you can give me 
one hour with him." 

" Impossible !" he muttered once more.] 

''No: possible — ^if you will do it What can it 
harm you ? You have both under lock and ward. 
All I ask is a little speech with him. See — ^I told 
you I had wronged him deeply. Can you not think 
I want his pardon V* 

The humility of the words coming from lips so 
proud, and bending a spirit so indomitable, touched 
the soldier, who, under a rough rind, had a certain 
latent kindliness. 

"Nay; I woüld do it for you if I could out of 
charity," he made answer. " But it is not in my 
power, I tell you." 

''It is in your power, if it be in your will. An 
hour — a half-hour — ^but a few moments — ^and you 
shall have a thousand — five thousand ducats!" 

He looked at her stupefied ; he was avaricious, 
like most Italians. 
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" How can you get them ? They will have con- 
fiscated all you have ?" 

" In Italy — ^yes. But that was little. My wealth 
lies elsewhere. I will write you an order on Paris, 
that will give you the sum down in gold." 

" You speak truth r' 

"Did you ever hear that I spoke any other 

thing r 

He laughed. " Basta, never. They all say that 
you lash king and priest with your tongue ! Well ; 
I will see what I can do." 

He left her ; barring her in. She waited in an 
anguish of dread. She had spoken calmly and 
briefly to him ; but aloné, the great veins stood out 
on her forehead, and her limbs shook with the 
passion of hope and fear. She would have laid her 
head down on a scaJBfold with the breaking of dawn 
if to-night she could thereby have purchased the 
power to say but a single word to the man who 
believed her his traitress. 

Befbre long the Calabrian retumed; he had 
nothing of the soft grace common to his countiy- 
men ; but he had a rough good faith, which, blent 
with his liking of gold, served her better. He held 
her an inkhom and a slip of paper. 

" It was a miracle to get these ; I sent to the 



"I WOÜLD HAVE GIVEN MY SOUL FOR THIS." 321 

osteria for them. Write, and you shall see this 
stricken lion of youra ; sure you have wounded him 
someway worse than ever we did." 

She laid the paper on the stone window-sill, and 
wrote an order for the pa3rment, in París, of ten 
thousand francs in her ñame to his. He read 
it with the hesitation of a bad acholar by the feeble 
oil light; then a laugh spread itself o ver all his 
features. 

i " So ! I have a brother, a singer, in París who will 
serve for this work. It were as much as my life, 
Miladi, were worth for your ñame and mine to .be 
seen together. Come ! you shall go to your com- 
rade ; but, of a surety, rích lips like yours might 
add one another payment ? " 

The indignant blood flushed her face; but she 
restrained the haughty impulse that moved her. 

"Brave men do not insult captivos who cannot 
resent," she said, bríefly. " I have fulfilled my bond. 
Fulfil yours." 

He hung his head ashamed, and motioned her to 
pass out before him. There was a short broad stone 
passage, with a door at the forther end — the great 
bam-boor of another stone chamber. He drew the 
bars ítóide, and pushed it open, setting his lamp 
down within the entrance. "You shall be alone an 
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Iiour," he said, aa he elosed the door afresh, and the 
bolts rolled back into their places. 

The oil-fed wick shed but a narrow circle of light 
beneath it; it did nothing to illumine the impe- 
netrable darkness that lay beyond in the central 
aiul distant parts of the room ; there was no more 
sound hero tliaii in her own prison-place, the same 
flitting of grey downy wings, the same gliding 
nuinnur of hidden night-awakened insect life. She 
thought that again the Italian had betrayed her ; 
that she was still in solitude. 

But though her eyes could not pierce that dense 
.wall of unlightened shadow that fronted her, such 
light as carne from the lamp — for here the moon did 
not shine — was cast full about her, and on the 
dusky scarlet cloud of her draperies. And on the 
silence a cry rang that startled all the night- 
birds in their restless flight, circling beneath the 
rafters. Unseen himself, he saw her, and deemed it 
a visión of the bitter dreams that swam, as shadows 
seem to swim on waters, through his aching 
brain. 

He rose slowly from the straw in which he lay, 
reeling to and fro in his weakness, and carne out 
from the gloom, and faced her — silent. 

She looked at him a moment, then fell at his feet 
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as she l^ad fallen when he had been bound beneath 
his scourgers. 

He did not move, ñor touch her; his eyes were 
fastened senselessly upon her 5 he shivered as though 
hot iron seared him. " Can you not leave me in 
peace to suffer?" he muttered. "Off — off — off! 
What I loved is dead! Ay — ^you tempt me — you 
bring me her beauty — ^you would give me her kisses, 
her passion, her sweetness, her shame. I will not — 
I will not 1 What I loved is dead. I am faithful." 

All through the hours of the night, dreams of her 

had mocked, and pursued, and tortured, and assailed 

him ; he was drunk as with the ftimes of wine with 

the buming' of the love that still lived ; his mind, 

weakened and delirious, had c>nly been conscious of 

phantoms that seemed to throng on him, tempting 

him in a thousand shapes, binding him down the 

slave of his senses, forcing on him joys tom out 

from the hell of guilt. "What matter what you be — 

what matter what death come by youi so you are 

mine ? " The oíd, oíd subtlety that has tempted all 

men from the first hour that they fell by woman, 

had besieged him through all the lonely watches of 

the night. Now he knew not her living presence 

from the visions of his temptress. 

In horror she knelt before him. 

Y 2 
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" Hush ! hush ! Ah ! for Heaven*s sake, believe 
my love at least, though it has cursed you ! " 

He thrust her from him, with the senseless blaze 
still in his eyes. 

" Love ! Ay, shared with a score. Love that is 
poison ai^d infamy; love in my arms to-night, in 
aDother's to-morrow ! Oh, I know, I know, — ^it is 
sweet, and cruel, and rich, and men fall by it and 
perish through it. But to me it were worse than 
nought. Can you not tell how I loved her ? " 

The words which had been at first raving and 
violent sank at last into an infinite weariness and 
pathos. Tears rained down her face as she heard 
them ; never had she honoured him as she honoured 
him now, when he refused subjection to a vile pas- 
sion, and held her dead to him because he held her 
base with the baseness of delibérate and self-chosen 
vice. 

" I can tell ! " she murmured. " You love as she 
merits not, ñor any woman. Yet, love further stiU, 
and, if you can, forgive ! '' 

He started as the voice thrilled through him, and 
roused his consciousness of some actual life near 
him. 

" Forgive ? forgive ? " he answered her. " Do you 
not know that what men have to pray for, before 
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women like you, is to ha ve the power to hateí 
Forgive? That were sweet as the touch of you,r 
kisses ! It is to shun, to abhor, to resist you, that 
strength is needed ! " 

He was not whoUy conscious of her presence ; the 
sense that whilst she had betrayed she yet had 
borne him a cruel, worthless, sensual passion had 
been forced on him even whilst he had found her 
sheltering his foe, had been borne out by her own 
words, even by her outbreak of remorse, as she had 
pleaded for his Ufe on the seashore ; that sense 
remained with him, and against the weakness in 
him that made such a love even as this look price- 
less, strove that nobler instinct which had governed 
him when he had said to her, " love that is faithless 
and guilty, — ^what is that to me ? " 

He had thought that, for her sake, he should 
shrink from no crime, that for the guerdon of her 
beauty there would be no guilt before which he 
would pause; but even now, in the semi-insanity 
brought on him by the torment through which he 
had paíísed, he was truer to himself than this, and 
the caress of a wanton could never have replaced to 
him the loss of the " one loyaJty, one faith " of his 
life. He would have defended her and cleaved to 
her in her extremity ; and endured in her stead for 
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sake of the imperishable fidelity he had swom ^o 
her; but it would have been only when the last 
thing was done and the last sacrifice rendered, to 
have put her fi'om him for evermore, and never to 
have looked upon her face again. 

She lay at his feet, and heard him thus abjure 
her power; thus entreat for forcé to be blind and 
dead to the allurement of what he deemed the 
voluptuous visions of his cheated passion ; and she 
honoured him as never she had honoured anyliving 
man ; honoured the slave, who, because his slaveiy 
was shame, broke from it, and became her king by 
virtue of the very majesty of that rebellion. Snakes 
had crawled and beasts had crouched in human 
likeness many a time before her; this man alone 
stood before) her undebased, having rent the withies 
of base desire, having cleaved to the Hberty of an 
unstained honour. 

And her heart went out to him in supplication, 
remembering alone the wretchedness that through 
her had fallen on him. 

" My God, yes ! I have brought you only eviL 
But hear me once before we part for ever. Hear me 
but once, — you perish by me, but I have no guílt 
to you!' 

He breathed loud and hard; his eyes stared on 
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her in the dusky light ; he took but one sense from 
her words — that the infidelity of her life had been 
against others; that though she had lied to him 
and beguiled him and forsaken him, against his 
rival she had done deeper sin than against him- 
self. 

"You love me?" he muttered, as he strove to 
thrust her back. " Be silent, then — Go, go, go ! I 
have no strength, — if once I pardon, never shall I 
resist you ! " 

Pardon ! Its softened mercy took the shape of 
deadliest temptation. It looked sweet as life to 
forgive ; — to forgive, and steep all wrong, all pain, 
all hate in one divine oblivion ; to forgive, and heed 
not the pollution of the soul, so only the grace and 
graciousness of mortal form were his ; to forgive, 
and cali sin grace, shame honour, and treachery 
truth, if so alone the heaven he had lost were 
his. 

She rose up, and faced him, silently awhile ; the 
great slow tears swam before her sight ; her tongue 
was stricken of its fluency ; she knew that for her, 
through her, by her, this man was condemned to a 
living death ; yet that it was not his lost life but her 
lost purity which was his despair now. 

Then she went to him ere he could repiilse her, 
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and laid her hands upon his breast, and looked full 
upward to his eyes : and her voice was low, and had 
a strange sweetness in it. 

"When to-night is over we shali never meet 
again. The truth may be told now. I have never 
betrayed you/' 

A marvellous change passed over his face ; the 
sufiering and the darkness, and the haggard desola- 
tion on it, were suddenly crossed as with a golden 
flash of light. He answered her nothing; but his 
gaze strained down into hers as though it read her 
soul. 

Her hands still leant upon his breast, her eyes 
still were lifted up to his, her voice had still that 
sweetness which was so calm as with the calmness 
of those from whom all hope has passed, and yet 
had a yeaming piteous passion in it that no words 
could give. 

" We may speak now as the dying do — ^you and 
I — we die to-night. To-morrow the living world will 
have no place for us save a prison and a grave. 
You perish through me ; I have killed you ! Your 
murderess— yes ; but never your traitress." 

He trembled through all his limbs imder her 
touch and her words ; the breath of her lips seemed 
to toss his Ufe to and fro as the winds play with 



« 



I WOÜLD HAVE GIVEN MY SOUL FOR THIS." 329 



reeds. His brain reeled. They had said that her 
voice could steal reason itself from those whom it 
tempted ; they had said that her lie brought a 
thousand times subtler charm of conviction than the 
truth of other women ever bare in it ; at dawn she 
had abased herself in guilt before him, now, at mid- 
night, she swore to him that no treachery to him 
was on her. 

" Not mine ! " he echoed. " When my foe is your 
paramour, my assassin your care ! Silence ! silence ! 
They say that you tempt meu till they lose all 
likeness of themselves — all power to see you as you 
are ; but you died to me for ever when you owned 
yourself dishonoured ! " 

" Wait ! At dawn you gave me your pity ! '* 

" Pity — pity — ^pity ! God ! you know what a man's 
passion is ! Can it yield that cold, merciful, sinless 
thing when it consumes itself in hell-fire ? Pity ! — 
what pity had you ? " 

It was the solé reproach he had cast at her. 

" Ah ! hear me, only hear me ! To you I had no 
sin . " 

He gave but one meaning to her answer ; a bitter 
moan broke from him ; for an instant his arms 
touched her to draw her once more to his embrace, 
then they fell as though nerveless and useless. 
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" Then — ^you had sin to another. I have not the 
strength I thought ; I cannot paxdon to the utter- 
most. I would not forsake you ; I would not harzn 
you. Vengeance ! What would that give back to 
me ? But the woman / loved is dead, I say ; do 
not bring me in mockery of her, — a courtezan." 

The words were incoherent and famt; but they 
had an exceeding pathos ; the longing, aching melan* 
choly of a Ufe henceforth without one hope. Her 
veiy heart seemed to break as she heard them, as 
they strove after justice and tendemess to her, even 
amidst the havoc of his shattered faith, his unutter- 
able desolation. 

" Listen ; " she answered him, passionately. " I 
bring you a woman who sinned, if ambition were 
sin ; if too Uttle mercy were sin ; if imperious pride 
and cruel victory were sin ; if evil fellowship and 
enforced sufíerance of alien crime were sin ; but of 
all other I am innocent." 

His hands fell heavily on her shoulders, in 
the dim light that flickered on the paleness of 
her face, his own was wholly in darkness ; but 
through the gloom his eyes burned down upon 
hers with the glow of wildly-wakening hope 
straining through the belief — by her own lips-^of 
her guilt. 
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" Innocent ! When you are his mistress !" 

" I am not his — -ñor any man's." 

" Ah, God ! Take care how you betray me afresh. 
I am mad, I think, to-night ! " 

"I do not betray you. I have never betrayed. 
I left you to believe me dishonoured, lest worse 
should come imto you." 

"What! when you harboured him, forsook me 
for him, of your own confession lo ved him V* 

" I spared him for my truth's sake, I forsook you 
for your life's sake. I loved him in childhood — ^yes. 
Then only/' 

" In childhood ! What are you to him ? " 

" Wait — wait ! It sickens me to tell ! Out of 
the greatness of your own heart you judged my life 
— ^you judged it rightly " 

" What are you to him ? " 

" To my etemal shame — ^his daughter ! " 

Her head was sunk down on the stone floor of the 
prison-chamber as the words leffc her, slowly, un- 
willingly, as though her existence itself were tom 
and dragged out with them ; to the woman who had 
the pride of an imperial blood, with all the superb 
insolence of beauty, geiiius, and power, without 
their peer, it was himiiliation, as deep as to lay 
bare a felon's brand, to own her kinship with crime 
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and with cowardice, to yield up the secret disgrace 
of her mighty race. 

He, — dead to all else — heard but [the answer 
that gave her back to him ; doubted not, questioned 
not, paused not for proof or for dread, but witb a 
great cry — the cry of a heart that was breaking with 
rapture — stretched out his lacerated arms, and drew 
her up to his embrace, and crushed her cióse against 
his bruised and aching breast. 

" God forgive me that ever I believed even your 
own voice against you ! God forgive me that I 
wronged you ! " 

His words rung clear and loud, and sweet as 

clariones ring in his unutterable joy. Then his head 

sank, his wounded limbs failed him, ecstacy van- 

quished his strength as never wi-etchedness had 

done ; for the first time in all his years of manhood 

he bowed himself down and wept as women weep, 

with the agony of passion, with the abandonment of 

childhood. 
•x- ***** * 

Not until long after were other words uttered 
between them. The first that were spoken were 
hers, while the pulse of her heart beat on his, and 
the low flame of the lamp sunk out slowly. 

" What use ! what use that you know the truth ! " 
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she moaned. "You have been martyred for me. 
Through me you will perish ! " 

He smiled, as men smile in some sweet fancy of 
dreaming sleep. 

'* Though I may die with the dawn, I can thank 
God Tiow I have lived." 

" Lived to be cursed by me !" 

" Lived to be loved by you ;— it is enough." 

*' Loved by a love that destroys you ! Can you 
ever forgive ? '' 

" Forgive ? What is left to forgive, since you are 
mine ? '' 

" Yours — ^for your ruin, your torture, your slaugb- 
ter ! These are the love-gifts I bring you ! " 

" Think not of them ! Lift your lips to mine, and 
they are forgotten ! '* 

His thoughts held no other thing, his consciousness 
grasped no other reality, than this one living price- 
less surety of her, that came home to his heart, 
beyond doubt, beyond suspicion, with all the divine 
forcé of a resistless truth. Memoríes of evil and of 
crime floated, shapeless, amidst the sudden glory that 
seemed to fiU the gloom of his midnight prison with 
the glow of a southem dawn : he let them pass, — he 
couid not hold them. She unloosed herself from his 
arms, and knelt once more beside him, so that, in 
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the dim shadowy rays of the lamp he could only see 
the paleness of her uptumed brow. She longed to 
be sheltered even from his siglit^ in that hour. She 
had no fear but that the greatness of his natura 
would reach to mercy and to pardon. She knew 
that justice to the uttermost, and an infinite tender- 
ness, would ever be hers at his hands. But none the 
less she knew that through her he would perish ; 
and none the less were the shame that she must 
reveal against her race, the taint of cowardly crime 
that must rest on her by implication, the degradation 
of her ñame that she must lay bare before him, 
bitter beyond all bittemess to the pride that was 
bom at once of royalty and freedom, to the courage 
that would have faced a thousand deaths rather than 
have bent down to one act of baseness. 

" Forgotten ! " she echoed, where she bowed her- 
self at his feet. " You are wronged so deeply, that 
no love but yours could ever outlive such wrong. 
Listen ! I have spoken but truth to you. I have 
striven to save you with all the might that was 
in me. I have never been false to you by 
deed, or word, or thought But — all the same 
— your life is lost thi-ough me; and in me 
you see the daughter of your vilest foe, of the 
man who shot you down with a brigand's murder 
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and a coward's secrecy. Yes ! I ! — I ! — ^I . — ^who 
believed no empress never had wider reign, who 
have treated men as dogs beneath my feet, who 
have told you the legends that gave me héroes' and 
sovereigns' blood in my veins ; I have greater shame 
upon me than the poorest serf that ever crawled to 
take bread at my gates. I am the associate and the 
accomplice of an assassin. I am the daughter of 
Conrad Phaulcon." 

He heard; and the words carried their way to 
his mind, that had been delirious with the weight, 
and now was giddy with the reléase, of pain. He 
heard ; and the violence of the hatred he had borne 
this man shook him afresh, as tempests shake strong 
trees. He breathed slowly and heavily. With the 
rich liberty of his arisen joy came a deadly and 
heartsickj oppression ; with the sweet dayKght of his 
renewed faith came the poison-mists of a dead crime. 
" My God ! — ^how you must have suffered !" 
The suffering that such a tie as this had cost her 
was his first thought, before all other. 

" You think of me, and for me still — still ! " 
" When I shall have ceased to think of you, I shall 
have ceased to live." 

Buming tears fell from her eyes upon his hands. 
She would not let him raise her nearer him, but 
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knelt there, where the faint and gold-hued light of 
the dying lamp stmyed softly to her, and fell upon 
her head like a halo of martyrdom in the pictures 
of oíd masters. He stooped to her. 

" Tell me all." 

" All my shame ! " 

" Not yours ; you had no share in it, or you would 
not kneel there to-night." 

" Yes, mine ; for the shame of one man is the 
shame of his race, and the evil that is shielded is 
shared/* 

She felt him shudder for one moment from her. 

" Stay 1 You were never leagued with that 
infamy ? " 

" Against your life ? No. I suspected — I feared 
— but they dreaded me, and hid it from me. Once 
I brought it against him, and he swore by the 
meraory of my mother that he was innocent. This 
one oath he had used to hold sacred. By it he 
duped me — ^that once." 

A hate, unfo^gi^dng and deadly, ran through the 
thrill of the words. In the sight of her fearless 
eyeó the one unpardonable guilt was the dastardly 
guilt of a lie. 

" Tell you all ? " she pursued, while her voice rose 
swifter, and gathered the fluent eloquence which 
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was natural to her as its warmth to the sun. " In 
years I could not! Tell the torture of that com- 
panionship I have endured so long ? Ah ! you must 
paint it to yourself ; no words of mine could give it. 
Look ! I am brave, I was born linked with a 
coward ; I am proud, I have been bound to a man 
who never knew what it was to wince imder tjbe 
lash of dishonour ; I am ambitious, and I have been 
leashed with an adventurer whom the whole con- 
tinent brands as a knave ; I have loved truth and 
the people*8 rights — it is all that has redeemed me — 
and I have been fastened hand and foot to the base- 
ness of intrigue, the venality of mock patriotism, the 
criminal crafb of secret societies. Look ! That man 
could hear what you called me and decmed me a 
few hours ago ; and he could hold his peace, and 
laugh, and never breathe one word, or strike one 
blow, to defend my honour, to redeem my ñame. 
That will tell you what his life has been/* 

A bitter curse moved his lips as he heard. 

" Why did you stay me when my hand was on 
his throat ? " 

" Could his guilt annul his tie to me ? By that 
one bond he has claimed his immunity, and enforced 
my forbearance, through all the evil of his years." 

*' Yet, — why not have told me ? " 

VOU III. z 
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"Because I was bound tó silence by my oath. 
Look ! I told you how my early life was spent^ but 
I could not tell you the influence Conrad Fhaulcon 
bad on it. My motber died whilst I was in infancy. 
She was tbe love of bis youth^ and sbe bad passed 
away from bim ere sbe had wora tbat love out. 
There are groen places wbicb never witber in tbe 
bearts tbat are searest: sucb was ber memory to 
bim. But ber race be bated witb a reckless batred ; 
be bad looked to sbare tbeir dominión wben be 
wedded ber ; but tbere was feud between bim and 
Julián. And Julián read bim arigbt, and beld bim 
in distrust, and none of tbeir wealtb came to. bim, 
and be bated tbeir greatness witb a bitter envy. I 
bave beard bim curse my face because it was like tbe 
Byzantine line ; yet, on tbe wbole, be loved, and was 
gentle to me. And I — I tbought bim a god, a bero, 
a patriot. He was a communist, an agitator, an 
adventurer; but I knew none of tbose ñames. I 
tbought mankind was divided into tbe oppressors 
and tbe oppressed, into tbe batera and tbe lovers of 
liberty, and I revered bim as a Graccbus, a Drusus, 
an Aristogiton, stoned by tbe nation's ingratitude ! 
Once be was proscribed, and I knew wbere be lay 
bid, tbough I was but a few summers oíd, and 
tbey took and starved me to make me speak. 



it 



I WOULD HAVE GIVEN MY SOUL FOB THIS." 339 



Because the food would not tempt me, they tried 

blows ; and when I still kept silent, they wondered, 

and at last let me go^ because one of their patriarchs 

reproved them, saying I was more faithful to man 

than they were to God." 

"And he knew that you— his young child — 

suffered that for him ? *' 

" Surely he knew it, later, in Athens." 

" And it failed to make you sacred in his sight ? " 

*'Nay, it only showed him that I was perhaps of 

the steel that would fumish him forth a choice 

wéapon ! I was proud to suffer for him ; I adored 

him; and chíefly of all because I beüeved him 

swom to the people's good, and a martyr for the 

sake of freedom. Whilst I was still so young those 

things were still so cióse at my heart ! And he 

loved me in answer then, though I saw him seldoin^ 

and might have lived on charity but for Julián 

Vassalis ; — then and imtil the time came when, there- 

being no male of the great Byzantine race lefb, I 

succeeded to the whole of its splendour^ and by the 

will of the dead chief, bore- its ñame. From that . 

moment the hate his foiled ambition and his cheated 

avarice bore against the Vassalis line, blent against 

me with the oíd tendemess that he bore me, and 

from that moment he saw in me only — his prey." 

z 2 



340 IDALIA. 

She felt his hands clench; she heard his breath 
catch on passionate words of imprecation. 

"Ah, peace, peace!" she murmured to him. 
"Aid me rather to forgive — if I can. My own 
wrongs I might, but yours " 

" Nay, mine are but of the hour, yours are lifelong. 
TeU me all— alL" 

" I could not if I spoke for years ! A brave nature 
bound to a coward, a proud one leashed with dis- 
honour — ^that is an agony that lies beyond words. 
When he saw me thus, so young, given this wealth 
and this power he had so vainly desired, a desire 
of vengeance entered him against me ; and also, 
with the craft of his school, he saw in me a fitting 
instrument for his many schemes ! Well he knew 
his sway o ver me; Julián dead, there remained 
none to counteract it. A revolutionist ere I could 
reason, and ambitious with an ambition far out- 
leaping all the goals of the modern world, a child 
still in ray ignorance of actual things and my belief 
in the omnipotence of truth, yet already mistress of 
what seemed to me the magnificence and the domi- 
nión of a Cleopatra, I carne to his snare as a bird to 
the fowler*s. I would have gone to martyrdom to 
have liberated the nations ; I would have sold my 
soul to have reached the sovereignty of a Semiramis. 
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By these twain— my strength and my weakness — he 
ruled me. And through them, in all that glorious 
faith of my youth, he bound me by oath to himself 
and his cause. That oath I have never broken." 

There was silence for many moments. Then she 
spoke again, while the dying lamp sunk lower and 
lower, and the halo cea^ed to fall upon her brow. 

"Many besides me, unseen of men, wear those 
secret fetters of political vows, swom in.the rashness 
of their youth and faith to what they believed the 
cause of freedom — to what too late they know an 
inexorable and extortionate tyranny that through all 
their after-lives will never spare. While I thought 
myself an empress they were fastened round me, and 
made me a slave. Ah ! I cannot travel back over 
that waste of years ! It is enough that I swore 
fealty to his cause and obedience to his order — ^that 
I swore, moreover, adhesión with him in all things, 
and secrecy upon the tie he bore me. This last 
thing I promised because he wiUed it — it was easy 
to maintain. His marriage had long been concealed 
from fear of the Vassalis* wi*ath ; and when the 
world knew me, I bore another title than his. Too 
late I learned what this fatal exaction cost me. Had 
I been known as his daughter, the evil notoriety he 
had gained would have sufficed to blemish my own 
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repute. As it was, I might as well have come forth 
from a lazar-house or a felon's eell. None knew his 
tie to me, except, of late years, the traitor who 
taught you to see in him my lover, my accomplice. 
True, my riches, my youth, my ancient ñame, my 
brilliancy and extravagance of life — other gifts that 
men saw in me — all brought me celebrity, notoriety, 
triumphs, such as they were. But from the first to 
the last — con;tpanioned by him — ^they were darkened 
by slander and falsehood. And he — ah! you may well 
ask if a man's heart ever beat,if a man's blood ever 
glowed in him ! — ^knew it, knew it long ere ever I 
dreamt it, and let the shadow of his own evil fame lie 
upon me, because, through it, his schemes were best 
served ; because by it, he could best secure what no 
other should ever share with him — the wealth that I 
held and he coveted. He feared that I might one day 
break from him, that I might one day give the love 
I give you. So he desired men to think me worthless 
as they would, and his presence beside me sufHced to 
fulfil his desire ! No, no ! do not pour on me those 
noble words, I am not worthy of them. Though 
sinned against, I am not sinless. When too late I 
saw what my fatal promise had wrought for me. 
I was in love with the dangers, the victories, 
the sway, the excitation I had plunged into; I 
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had drunk so deeply and so freshly of the draught 
of Power, I could not have laid down the cup 
though I had known there was death in it. And 
under scom and hate, and all the unutterable misery 
that carne to me when I saw myself betrayed by 
him, my very nature changed. I grew hardened, 
reckless, pitiless. My loyalty to liberty, to truth, to 
the peoples, never altered ; but that was all the 
better thing left in me. I remained faithful, even to 
a traitor. But the world and I were for ever at war. 
I cared not how I stiTick, so that I ohly struck home. 
Evil had been spoken against me falsely, and I lived 
in such fashion that they should know one womaü at 
least breathed whose neck could not be bent, ñor 
whose spirit bowed by calumny. Men carne about 
me, mad for the smile of my lips, but not true 
enough in themselves, as you were true, to pierce 
to the truth ín me, and I gave them a bitter chas- 
tisement for theii- blindness : I slew them with their 
own steel. But — Oh God ! what avail to tell you 
this? I can tell you how that which was spoken 
against me has, in part, been truth deserved, and, in 
part, the malignant coinage of envy. I can tell you 
that at dawn to-day I had no choice but to leave 
myself a traitress in your sight, or see you slattgh- 
tered by him as the issue of my love. I can tell you 
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this — ^but what avail ? You perish through me, for 
me, by me ! What use that you should hold me 
faithful to you ? I am none the less your muixieress 
because I would give my life for yours, my love, my 
love, my love ! " 

Her voice, that had been sustained and eloquent 
with the vital strength of remembered wrongs, failed 
her over the last words. The memory of the mar- 
tyrdom which he had borne for her ; the memory of 
the destruction of all his futuro, which through her 
befell him ; the 'memory of the only existence that 
could ever now be his dragged out beneath the 
galley-chains, and companioned by the worst of 
crimináis, alone remained with her. Guilty or guilt- 
less, faithless or faithful, having cleaved to him or 
having forsaken him, — what mattered it ? Wherein 
could it serve him '{ He was lost through her. 

But this thought never carne to him. His eyes 
looked down on her through the heavy shadow 
with a light in them that had the sweetness of 
reléase, the glory of victory, through all the^ infinite 
pain and hopelessness of their fated love. 

" What avail ? " he answered her. " Do you 
know me yet so little ? Do you not know that 
I could lie down and die content, since I have heaixi 

§ 

that you are sinless ? * 
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" I know, I know ! You would have died for me 
when you thought me vile with the vice that I 
eherished, brauded with the kisses of shame. And 
yet — is there no doubt with you now ? " 

"Doubt? Did ever I harbour it save at your 
own bidding ? " 

"Yet — ^what have you but my word, the '^word 
which that Iscariot told you was only a dulcet Ke, 
soft and false on every ear? " 

She felt the tremor of his passion run through all 
his Umbs. 

" Were I free but for one hour " 

"Be at peace. I have given him to venge- 
ance. Have you not heard how traitors end 
even in these days, even in European capitals ? So 
will be his end, for his sin against us/' 

Her voice had in it that strong immutable merci- 
less vengeance that came to her with her eastem 
blood ; that smote rarely, but when it smote, never 
wavered and never failed. Then once more she 
shrank from his hand as though unwoi*thy of its 
touch. 

" Vengeance 1 " she moaned, " what use is it to 
US ? You are lost through me — lost for ever ! You 
pity, honour, love me still ! T could better bear your 
curse ! " 
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In the darkness that was about them^ she rather 
felt tban saw the infinite tendemess of bis eyes as 
they gazed down on her : 

" Hush ! Would you wrong me still ? Can you 
not tbink one bour tbat lays your beart bare to tne 
tbus, and brings me tbus tbe surety of your [iníio- 
cence, ip wortb to me a lifetime of common joy and 
soulless pleasure ? Let its cost be wbat it vñll — ^it 
is well bougbt." ' 

Sbe knew be beld it so ; and for this, tbat he 
loved ber witb tbis exceeding boliness of lave ; for 
this, tbat tbe restoration of ber nobility and honour 
in bis sigbt was priceless to bim, as no paradise 
purchased by ber crime could ever have been ; for 
ibis, tbe woe tbat sbe liad wrougbt bim, eat like 
iron into ber souL 

« Well bougbt I " sbe echoed. '' It will be bougbt 
by a living agony of endless years ! Manhood^ pride, 
peace, joy, all killed in you ; your very ñame lost, 
your very fate forgotten, till your bair is wbite with 
sorrow and your eyes are blind witb age ! Ah, iny 
beloved, wbat matter wbat I be ! It is I wbo have 
condemned yoü to this ! It is I wbo have been your 
ruin!" 

His arms*]drew her upward, cióse against the beait 
tbat only beat for ber ; bis bot lips quivered on her 
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own ; in the night-silence and the darkness that was 
on them his voice thrilled through her "sweet as 
remembered kisses after death." 

"Do you think they shall ever part us now? 
Death shall unite us, if Life would^divorce us." 

The hours ""passed, and they were left in solitude. 
As they had forgot all other life save their own, 
so by [it they seemed forgotten. Through the heavy 
masonry of the iron-bound walls, no echo of the 
world without carne to them ; on the hush and the 
gloom of the chamber there was no sound, save only 
the soft gliding of a night-bird's restless wing. 
Whatever fate rose for them with the dawn, this 
night at least was theirs : there is no love like that 
which Uves victorious even beneath the shadow of 
death ; there is no joy like that which finds its 
paradise even amidst the cruelty of pain, the fierce 
longstruggleofdespair. 

Never is the voluptuous glory of the snn so deep, 
so rich, as when its last excess of light bums above 
the purple edge of the tempest-cloud that soars 
upward to cover and devour it 

Thé hoiurs passed, and the rays of the moming 
slowly stole inward through the narrow casement, 
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bedded high above in the granite-blocks, whilst with 
the coming of the day the birds of the night re- 
tumed from their outward flight, and nestled in 
their dark haunts with their eyes hid beneath their 
wings. As the first light touched her brow, — and the 
dawn carne not there till it was fuU-risen] for the 
earth without, — she smiled in his eyes, and loosened 
from her bosom the slender steel blade, scarce broader 
than a needle's width, that had rested there so long. 

" Take it. You have said — they shall not part us 
now." 

His hand closed on it while his smile answered 
hers. 

" I will find strength enough for that ; — ^it shall 
give US etemal liberty, etemal unión." 

Once before he had pledged this promise to her. 
And as she had known then, so she knew now, that 
he would find strength to deliver her from dishonour 
and himself from captivity ; strength to be true to 
her, even to this last thing of all. 

Having reached the supremo ecstasy and the 
supremo anguish of life, death was to them, as to 
the races of the young world, the god of deep 
benignant eyes, whose touch was reléase, and whose 
kingdom was freedom, on whose face was light, and 
in whose hands was balm. 
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As the words left his lips, on the quiet of the air 
a single shot rang. 

The first sunbeam had slanted through the slender 
chink above ; the stillness was intense ; far below 
the measured step of the sentinel fell muffled on the 
turf, and the liquid stealing music of water, that fell 
down through thick acanthus foliage without, alone 
was dimly heard. At that moment, as the bright- 
ness of the day reached high enough to enter the 
vaulted chamber of the upper story of the granary, 
the stillness was thus broken. There was a stifled 
cry ; then silence reigned again ; and on that silence 
there was heard no more the monotonous tread to and 
fro of the soldier on guard. 

He started to his feet, his hand on the Venetian 
steel he had just gi*asped. 

" The man is shot!" 

His voice was low and rapid, his eyes tumed on 
hers with the same thought that came to both ahke. 
There were those in that world they had lost who 
would have done all that courage and true friendship 
could in his service had they known of his extremity ; 
there were those also by the score who would have 
let their lives be mowed down. like the millett 
sheaves around them in her cause, had they had 
power to reach her from the grip of priest and king. 
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Hope had been dead in them. 

In the lowest depths of woe tbe oblivion af passion 
had made them senseless to all else^enseless even 
to the fate that must await them with the awaken* 
ing of the dawn. But no thought of deliverance had 
ever come to them. It had seemed meet that their 
Uves should end^ once havíng reached the deepest 
joy that life could hold ;— joy taken from the very 
jaws of the grave ;— joy burning through the frozen 
chiUness of despair< 

Yet now, when hope, vague as remembered dreams^ 
once touched them, they felt drunk with it as with 
the fumes of wine. 

They listened, as none ever listen save those on 
whose straining ear the fírst sound that falls will 
bring the message of death or life. 

For a moment that hushed stillness lasted, un- 
broken now by even the treading of the soldier's feet. 
Then there broke forth the loud rejoicing bay of a 
hound loosed on to his quarry : shot answered shot, 
steel clashed on steel : the din of tumult fílled the 
soft peace of the early day ; the old-remembered 
rallying words that had so often floated to her eai* 
above the din of conflict, vibrated on it now — 
** Italia !" " Idalia !" — the two ñames blent in one. 

As she heard, she rose erect; her whole frame 
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seemed to strain upwaxd to tlie sun that glanced 
through the high baxs of their prison-room ; there 
was fir^ in her eyes, light on her lips, the glow of 
liberty pn all her iia.ce and form. She was the living 
symbol of Italy unchained. 

"Do ypu hear? Do you hear V* she cried[to him. 
"iSfAeisfree!" 

Before her qwu freedom — even before his — the 
liberation of the nation^ so long enslaved^ carne to her 
heart first ; then, while the great tears coursed down 
her cheeks, she clung to him, trembling with a terror 
that had never touched her — the terror less for him, 
as fbr the land for which she had so long endured 
and suffered, this hope only dawned again to die out 
in endless night. 

"Ah, God ! give them strength — courage— victory !" 
she prayed, as she lifted her face to the sun. " My 
love — my love ! listen for me, listen ! I cannot hear. 
Hope kills me — hope for you !" 

They stood there, barred in, in the shadows 
which that ray of wandering sunlight on high alone 
parted, whilst beneath them unseen raged the 
struggle on which their lives hung. Confused, 
broken, indistinct, the echoes of the contest came 
strangely through the hushed prison-chamber. The 
bitter riot of war tossed to and fro the fate of their 
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coming years ; the balance of chance swung, hold- 
ing their destiny, and they could not tell to which 
8Íde the scale was swaying ; the measure of blood 
would be the purchase-coin of their ransom, or the 
pnce of their bondage, and they could not know 
whether foe or friend now claimed it. They stocd, 
locked in, in solitude, with but a handVbreadth of 
the moming sky through the grating above their 
heads the only thing visible of all the living world 
without, and heard the tumiüt stiiving far beneath 
upon whose issue all their futuro hung. 

The time was very brief ; a little bird upon an 
ivy-coil outside the window-bars, had lifbed its voice 
in daylight-song as the fírst shots were fired, and 
still was singing softly and joyously, untired ; but 
to them the moments seemed as years. Then, loud 
and rejoicing on the summer air, wild vivas broke 
the bitter noise of conflicto and crossed the moans of 
fallen men; the dropping shots grew fewer and 
fewer. Upon the stone stairway the rapid upward 
rush of feet carne near ; the bolts were drawn back^ 
the door was flung aside, with his flanks white with 
foam, and his mighty jaws crimson with gore, the 
great dog sprang on her with a single bound; 
behind him, upon the threshold, stood Conrad 
Phaulcon. 
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His eyes met theirs one instant ; then lieadlong at 
her feet he fell, a deep slow stream of blood staining 
the grey stone of the floor. 

Thus at last lie met liis foe. Thus at last his foe 
looked on him after the weary search of ba£9ed 
vengeance, long and hot as tiger's thirst. 

As he fell his hands caught the hem of her 
dress. 

"Idalia! IdaUa " 

The word died as his head smote the granite, and 
the broken sword which he had pressed into his side 
to lend him strength for a moment, pierced further, 
driven in by the weight of the fall. 

Erceldoune staggered forward and raised him. 

" He is dying ! " he said, as he looked at her. 

There carne upon him a strange awe as he saw the 
death that at dawn he had so nearly dealt^ smite thus, 
as another day broke on the world^ the man from 
whom he had fled, as David from the sight of Saúl, 
lest murder should be upon his head if longer he 
lingered where his enemy lay. 

She never spoke, but sank on her knees beside 
her father where he had fallen, held up in the arms 
that a score of hours before had flung him upward 
like some worthless driffcwood to be cast into the 
flames. Her eyes were fastened on his flushed and 
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haggard face, that still bad so much lefb of the oíd 
bright classic beauty. 

" You have saved us ! You ! " 

She doubted lier own senses; she tbougbt she 
dreamt as madly as thougb she were dreaming that 
the heavens oponed and the angels and archangels 
of medifleval story descended with the sword of 
Michael, with the spear of Ithuriel, to their rescue. 

He drew bis breath with a great sigh, and bis 
voice carne in broken whispers. 

*'You said right — there are tbings gods would 
not pardon, — ^your wrongs are of them. You stung 
me at last ! " 

She did not answer ; she gazed at bim with blind 
tearless eyes that saw bis face, but only saw it as in 
the mists of dreama 

He pressed the sword that bad broken off in bis 
loins closer and barder to staunch the blood, wbile 
bis voice rose ringing and resonant. 

" Our day has come ! Tbey have Palermo ; Naples 
must follow. The king has enough to do to tbink 
of bis capital. Tbey fear the news should get to 
the populace. We have done a bold stroke to-day ; 
tbey have been bunting us down like wolves, but 
we have tumed and tom them. The sentinel killed, 
the rest was easy. Ab ! look you, — there is ven- 
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geance for you too. That white-faced Northemer 
betrayed you to Guilio Villaflor. Well, the boy 
Berto caught him in his owd toils. They hold him 
safe ; they will kiil him like a cur at your word. 
Ah, Chiist! how the steel pierces! I would not 
die if I could help it. Not just now — not till I 
have seen that traitors face. It is hard — hard — 
hard. He has cut and galled me so often ; it is hard 
to die just when I could pay him all !*' 

The ferocious words gave way as his breath 
caught them ; he moved restlessly, driving the blade 
in still, so that by this means he might yet gain 
a moment's forcé. As his wandering glazing eyes 
glanced upward he saw whose arms supported him ; 
and the oíd relentless hate glowed in them— dark 
and deathless. 

" So ! you have your vengeance, and I am baulked 
of mine. Lay me down, signore. I would sooner 
die a minute] eaiiier than gain the minute by your 
help." 

The oíd savage tiger lust was in the words. 
Erceldoune never heeded them, he rested the 
Greek's head on his own breast, and held him up- 
ward with gentleness and in silence. 

Idalia hung over him. 

"Tell him — tell him! If you would atone for 
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your sin — if you would redeem your infamy — ^if you 
have ever known remorse — bear me witness what 
you are to me ! " 

The evil faded off his face ; a softer look carne 
back there. 

"Late — late — late!" he sighed: yet he lifted 
his head and made the sign of the cross with that 
latent superstition which lingered in hím even 
whilst he made reckiess jest of Deity, and denied 
with ílippant laughter man's dreaming hope of 
God. 

" By her mother's memory I swear, — Idalia Vas- 
salis is my daughter. To her most bitter calamity. 
Those who have spoken evil against her have lied. 
I have been a coward, a traitor, a shame, and a 
darkness for ever on her path ; but — she has ever 
been loyal to me. She never feared, and she was 
never faithless ; I loved her for that ; but, — for that 
too, — I hated her." 

As the words, more vivid in the southern tongue 
he used, left his lips firmly and distinctly, her eyes 
filled slowly with tears, and across the stricken 
form of the wounded man, met those which had 
seen her aright through all the mists of calumny, 
which had looked down through the shadows of 
doubt, and read, despite them, the veiled truth of 
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her life. The fedth in him had been sore tried ; but 
at length, after many days, his reward carne. 

Neither spoke. That one look uttered all between 
them. 

Conrad Phaulcon pressed bis band closer yet 
upon tbe jagged steel that for a few brief moments 
still could thus bold life in him. Something of bis 
oíd laugb hovered on bis lips. 

*' Look ! I make a fair ending. Pity tbere is no 
priest to crow above me. Deatb-bed repentance ! 
— tbere is no coin bke it ; you sell tbe game you 
bave lost already, and you buy such a fine aroma 
for nothing " 

Sbe shivered at tbe awful mirtb as sbe stooped to 
him, and passed her band over bis forebead. 

" Silence ! Live rather to repent ! He will for- 
give ; and I — ^you bave tried my mercy long, you 
need not fear it now." 

"No," be muttered, more buskily, more faintly. 
"If you had been willing to take your vengeance 
you could — long ago— you knew wbat would bave 
sent me to tbe galleys. But you were true to your 
woi*d. Strange, strange enough ! You were so bold, 
so careless, so proud, so reckless ; but one could bold 
you in a bridle of iron, if once you had given your 
wordr 



358 IDALIA. 

His sight, that was beginning to fail him, sougbt 
her face with a wondering, ba£9ed glance ; through 
her whole Ufe this loyalty to her pledged honour had 
bewildered him, even whilst by it he had foiind so 
mercUess a power to bind and to drive one whom 
fear could never have swayed, ñor forcé have 
moved. As she heard she lost remembrance of the 
deadly wrongs done against her by the man who 
shoiild have been her foremost guard, her surest 
friend; all the long years through which he had 
persecuted and poisoned her freedom and her fame 
fell from her ; lying, in his last hour, at her feet, 
having thus at last, however late, however slightly 
redeemed the cruelty of his past against her, he 
brought to her but one memory; — that of a long 
perished time, when on her childish ear his voice 
had come like music, breathing the poetry and the 
heroism of the world's dead youth. 

" Be more just to us both ! " she murmured, 
while the salt drops fell from her eyes upon his 
brow. *' What I remembered always was what you 
at last remember too, — the lo ve you bore my 
mother, the love she gave to you. Let it bring 
peace at last between us.*' 

He shuddered as she spoke. 

" God ! if priests* and women's tales be true. 
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and she Uves in another life ! I would go to hell, 
if a hell there were, sooner than sea her face, — 
sooner than hear her ask of you at my hands.** 
" Hush ! Have I not said I forgive ? " 
The soft and solemn cadenee of the mournful 
words seemed to fall upon his ear with a deep calm 
he dared not, or cared not to break ; he lay silent 
some moments, breathing heavily, while his drooped 
lids hung as though in sleep ; then with a sudden 
upleaping of the vivid hfe within him, he raised him- 
self once more, while the careless melody of his 
sweet laugh echoed with its oíd chime ,through 
the aii*. 

" I have been a coward all my life. Well — I will 
die like a hero. They will make me a martyr when 
I am gone ! Why not ? Let my epitaph lie as it 
will, it cannot lie like a priest's or a king's ! So 
this is the end of it all ; the drama is not worth the 
playing. They have taken Palermo, I tell you ; — 
Well ! they revile us, but after all, we have truth in 
US ; the people will see that one day. The capital 
is all in confusión. They could only leave you a 
half-dozen guards. Lousada and Veni, and a few 
others, thought we could do something if we struck 
well, — they have got a brígantine too, — ^if you fly at 
once, you will be safe." 
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The incoherent fragments of speech were panted 
rapidly out ; scarce pausing for breath, he looked 
once more^upwaxd at Erceldoune; with the oíd 
unquenched hatred still buming dark in his 
glance. 

" You vrill have the Vassalis' fief ! Ah ! that 
cuts harder than the sabré. I would give twenty 
lives now to keep you asunder from her. But 
— she stung my memory ; conscience, fook cali it ; I 
could not free her witho\it freeing you, or I would 
have done. You hate me ? " 

•' I pity you — beyond all words." 

" Because I lie here like a shot car ? " 

" No. Because you wronged her.*' 

There was a meaning in the grave and weary 
answer that checked the fretting and galled passions 
of the dying man. 

" Yes, I wronged her. It was for Julianas wealth 
that I hated her. Sir — you swore to deal me my 
mortal stroke. Keep your oath. Pluck that broken 
steel out of my loins ; I shall not live a minute. 
You will not ? Why, you break your vow ! Christ ! 
— how the pain bums ! Look here, then ! '' 

With a sudden movement he drew the blade out 
from the wound in which it was bedded ; the pent- 
up blood, let loóse, poured from it : he smiled. It 
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seemed as tliougli in that hour the courage of bis 
Achaean fathers flowed into the veins that were fast 
changing to ice beneath the throes of dissolution. 

" My life has disgraced you : my death will not," 
he said, as his heavy eyes were lifted to hers. " Can 
you forgive all ? '* 

" Grod is my witness, — all." 

" Ah, you were ever generous ! Idalia " 

And with her ñame thus latest upon his utter- 
ance, as it had been the latest utterance of so many, 
his head fell back upon her bosom, and through his 
parted lips the lingeiing breath came in one long 
deep-drawn sigh. 

When that sigh ceased to quiver in the silence, he 
lay dead in the moming light 

The low dark entrance had filled in that moment 
with armed men ; their weapons dropped blood, 
their faces were hot with the heat of war and of 
victory, their passions were at white heat with the 
madness of joy ; they were of that nature which 
long before showed its southern grandeur in the mid- 
night charge of the Aurelian trench, and made the 
five hundred of the Legión pierce their way through 
the dense and hostile host at Mazzarene. At their 
head was the young boy Berto ; all his slender 
limbs qiüvering with the ^glory of triumph, and his 
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fair face, with the yellow hair flung back, transfigured 
like the face of some ángel of vesgeance. He carne 
eagerly through the gloom of the porchway, followed 
by the Italians, who obeyed him as though he were 
a god ; he had received the baptism of blbod when 
his mother had been shot down by the Papal troops ; 
he was the son of a great patriot who had fallen at 
the gates of Borne ; and whilst yet in the first years 
of his infancy he had stood at the knee of the 
Liberator, and laughed to see the balls pour down 
upon the SavareUi roof around them, while the 
hands of Ugo Bassi had been laid in benediction 
upon the golden curls of the young child of liberty. 
His word was the law, his sword was the sceptre, of 
the men who carne with him now. 

Breathless, covered with dust, bniised, wounded, 
but with a marvellous luminance beaming through 
the calm unchanged repose of his colourless face, he 
carne to her in the flush of his triumph. 

".Eccellenza, we bring you the best gifts of life ! 
— we bring you liberty. We bring you vengeance." 

Then as he saw the dead man lying there his 
proud and glad voice dropped, he made a soffc back- 
ward movement of his hand, signing his followers to 
pause upon the threshold, he bent his delicate head 
in reverence. 



t( 



I WOULD HAVE GIYEN BIT SOUL FOR THIS." 363 



" He has won higher guerdon than we," he said 
gravely ; " he has died for you." 

For he had no knowledge that this one hour of 
remorse had been the single narrow thread of gold 
unravelled from the long, twisted, tangled, poisoned 
web of a lifetime of wrong. 



CHAPTER XI. 

" LOST IN THE NIGHT, AND THE UGHT OF THE SEA." 

Around the high-leaping flames of a fresh pile 
of pine-boughs, that flashed their lustre on the 
hanging crystals and the hollow depths of the 
cavem by the sea, the Italians who had freed her 
were gathered when the night had fallen. 

They stood in a half-circle about the great pyra- 
mid of fire, whose heavy aromatic scent rolled out 
down the vaulted space ; the light and shadow played 
upon their bronzed faces, on the metal of the rifles, 
on those muzzles they leaned their hands, and in 
the darkness of their eyes that were lustrous with 
longing rage, and impatient joy. Joy for the sweet- 
ness of the surpassing hope that the past day had 
brought, Palermo won Naples would follow, their 
sail once loosened to the touch, they would be with 
the Thousand of Marsala, with the deliverers of 
Sicily. Rage against a prisoner set in their midst, a 
prisoner who had been false to Italy, and false to the 
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woman whom they loved, as soldier and servant, 
noble and minstrel alike, loved Mary Stuart. The 
quiet was unbroken even by a loud-drawn breath ; 
the sound of the flame consuming the lithe limbs of 
the wood was the only thing that stin'ed it. They 
waited for her judgment, and they had known that 
judgment inexorable as those given from the stone 
justice seat in the early ages of her own city of the 
Violet Crown. With his arms bound behind him, 
whilst they stood around him, ready to spring at a 
word upon him and sheathe their steel in his body 
with the fierce swift justice of the south, they held 
captive the man who had sold her to Giulio Villaflor. 

To this end had his high ambitions come ! 

He had known that, soon or late, his sin of 
treachery would surely find him out ; would reach 
him though he were housed within kings' palaces ; 
would strike him down even amidst those gods of 
gold and silver for which he had bartered his 
brethren. Yet the vengeance he had looked for 
had been the concrete vengeance, for his outraged 
oath, of his forsaken order ; of that body politic to 
which he had swom the secret vows of his implicit 
obedience ; and even this vengeance, in the oversight 
of that intelligence which deems itself safe enough 
and sure enough to play with all, and remain true 
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to none^ he had held lightly. Btders who wore the 
parple of power had been scarcely less false to such 
oaths than he^ and he had thooght that for him 
as for them the blow might be temporised with^ 
warded off^ bought off^ until he like them, should 
have risen too high for even that mierring and 
invisible hand to reacK Bat now, by the men 
whom he had scomed with all the scom of his 
astute abilities, as the mere raw material that may 
be tumed to the statesman's successes, the fools of 
patriotic visions and rude honesties, of childish faith, 
and of barbarían wsuíaxe; by these he had been 
baffled, checked, vanquished, meshed in the intrícate 
web of his own treacheríes ; by these he had been 
conquered and dragged down, to stand in his dis- 
honour before the one glance which had power to 
make that dishononr worse to him than a thousand 
pangs of death. To this end had his life come ! 

An end more bitter to him it could never have 
reached, if his limbs had swung in the hot air of 
Naples from the hangman's chains. The hooting 
lips [and ravenous eyes of the miUion of uptumed 
faces of a railing populace would have been power- 
less to bríng home to him his shame, as one regard 
bent on him, brought it now. 

For, beyond the undulating wave of ñame, and 
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with that gulf of fire and of shadow parting them, 
the gaze of Idalia rested on him.* 

At her side Erceldoune stood. His head was 
bent, his eyes were on the groirnd, and his arms 
were folded on hisbreast ; he knew that if he looked 
up or unloosed his hand, he should break the word 
that he had passed to leave their vengeance with 
her, he should forestall the death-stroke that the 
soldiers of the Revolution waited there to strike. 

She faced them in the hush of the silence ; so 
intense that through the cavern the far-off chiming 
of the waters on the shore could be fainly heard. 
The warm glow of the pine-flames, like the red sun 
that bums on the Nile, fell about her in a splendour 
of hot tawny gold. Her eyes were dark and dream- 
ing, as with the memories and secrets of innumerable 
ages, like the unfathomable lustre of the eyes that 
poets give to Cleopatra ; her mouth was grave and 
weary as with the langour of past and deadly pain ; 
her brow was in shadow, as though the shade of the 
thom-crown of those who suflfer for the people still 
WB^ there, yet on her face there was a light beyond 
that which the buming sea-pines shed ; it was the 
light of the dawn of freedom. 

She never spoke ; but her gaze rested on the 
man who had betrayed her into captivity— who had 
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spoken falsely against her honour^ who had given 
her beauty to the scourge, her freedom to the chains 
of her enemies ; and he who was no coward, but 
bold and sure, and of self-control passing those of 
most men, closed his own eyes involuntarily, as 
though the lightning smote them, and cowered 
downward like a shrinking dog. 

For what that long, deep, silent gaze had quoted 
against him was wrong far heavier than that 
against her own life ; wrong against all manhood, as 
in him stained ; against all human nature^ as by him 
shared ; against all bonds that bind man to man, as 
by his treachery dissevered ; against all liberty 
sought for by the nations, as, by his false adoption of 
its fair ñame, prostituted. 

It was this which that one unvarying gaze spoke 
to him ; and there was soul enough leffc in him to 
make him know its deepest meaning, and ta^e its 
deepest agony. 

" A traitor ! " 

Her lips had never spoken the word; but its 
shame ate into his heart as it ate into the heai*t of 
Iscaríot. In that one moment the austere, the 
divine, the supremo majesty that lies in Truth was 
revealed to him, and blinded him as the blaze of the 
heavens blinded Saúl of Tarsus. In that one 
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xnoment he knew what he had denied all hís years 
through — that men who, for it, render their lives 
desoíate and barren, and, for it, die unloved and 
forsaken of the world, may know in Ufe and in death 
a beauty that never comes to the multitudes who 
grasp at gold, at power, at the sweetness of lascivious 
ease, and at the wide fools' paradise of lies. 

The Italiana who stood around him, leaning on 
their loaded rifles, while ever and again upon him 
tumed the waiting savage brilliance of their glances, 
gave an impatient movement that shook the clan- 
gour from their arms out in a shríll echo. 

" His sentence, Eccellenza ! " 

They were thirsty to deal him a traitor*s due ; to 
lead him out yonder on to the starlit sand, and, with 
ene voUey fired on the still night air, give him the 
death that all deserters meet, and see this justice 
done ere their boat should be thrust through the 
foam, and their oars should cleave the waters apart, 
and their vessel should be reached, that would bear 
them southward to where the Sicilies lay. 

She made them no reply. Still with her eyes 
fixed on him she stood with the light that was like 
the after-glow of Egypt fuU upon her. To him she 
ceased to be the woman he had loved and coveted ; 
she seemed to him transfigured ; with that mystery 
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of thougbt, with that infinitude of reproach^ with 
that passionless scom^ and with that passionless pity 
on her face^ she looked to him like the aveoging 
shape of the honour he had sold, of the land he had 
betrayed, of the ñ-eedom he had surrendered^ of the 
cause he had forsaken. The rebuke of her regard 
was not hers, but the rebuke of the peoples, weary 
and abandoned by the leader who bartered them for 
gold ; the scom of her gaze was not hers, but the 
scom of the martyrs of liberty, who through all 
ages perish willingly, if with their bodies they can 
purchase one ray of higher light for the world which 
kñows them not until too late. 

By her he saw how vile he had become, 
, By her he saw how high he might have reached. 

She had her vengeance. 

The impatient fíre of the same demand ran airesh 
through the revolutionists aroimd him : 

" His sentence, Eccellenza ! " 

He never heard He had passed through all the 
bittemess of death; it was her look that killed 
him. 

The ciy rose louder : " His sentence ! " 

Then at last she answered them : 

"Loóse him, and let him go." 

A suUen furious yell of dissent that not even 
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their loyalty to her could still, rolled through the 
vault. 

" A traitor dies ! A traitor dies 1 " 

By his crime they claimed their justice. 

A heavy sigh parted her lips ; then the full sweet 
melody of her voice carne on the clamour like music 
that moves men to tears. 

"A traitor he is! And for that you would deal 
him death 1 Nay, think me not gentler than you. 
I meant to deliver him up to yoiu: hands. I bade 
him be brought to my judgment, that your ven- 
geance might strike him, and lay him dead at my 
feet. I am no holier than you. There was an hour 
in which I longed for his Ufe with that thirst you 
know now; there was an hour in which I would 
have taken it, and not spared, though his mother 
had prayed to me. Ah, friends ! such hours come to 
all. But now, the darkness has passed. I see clearer. 
Death is not ours to deal. And were it ours, should 
we give him the nameless mystic mercy which all 
men live to crave — ^give it as the chastisement of 
crime ? Death ! It is rest to the aged, it is oblivion 
to the atheist, it is immortality to the poet ! It is 
a vast, dim, exhaustless pity to all the world. And 
would you summon it as your hardest cruelty io 
sin?" 
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They were silent ; she stirred their soiils— ^he had 
not boiind their passions. 

" A traitor merits death/* they muttered. 

" Merits it ! Not so. The martyr, the liberator, 
the seeker of truth, may deserve its peace ; how has 
the traitor won them ? You deem yourselves just ; 
your justice en*s. If you would give hiiü justice, 
make him Uve. Live to know fear lest every wind 
among the leaves may whisper of his secret ; live to 
feel the look of a young child*s eyes a shame to him ; 
live to envy every peasant whose bread has not been 
bought with tainted coin ; live to hear ever in his 
path the stealing step of haunting retribution ; live 
to see his brethren pass by him as a thing accurst ; 
live to listen in his age to white-haired men, who once 
had been his comrades, tell to ¿the youth about them 
the unforgotten story of his shame. Make him live 
thus if you would have justice." 

They answered nothing; a shudder ran through 
them as they heard. 

"And — if you have as I — a deliverance that 
forbids you even so much harshnesa, still let him 
live, and bury his transgression in your hearts. Say 
to him as I say ; — 'your sin was gi*eat, go forth and 



sin no more.' " 



Then, as the words leffc her lips, she moved to 
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him from out the fire-glow, and stooped, and severed 
the bonds that bound him^ and lefb him free ; and 
none dared touch thát which she had made sacred, 
but stood mute^ and afraid, as those who stand ín 
the presence of a soul that is greater than their own. 
And the man who had sinned agaínst her, fell at 
her feet 

" Oh, God ! If I had known you as I know you 
now ! " 

" You never had betrayed'me. No ! — Live, then, 
to be true to greater things than L" 

While the night was still young, a ship glided 
southward through the wide white radiance of the 
moon. The waters stretched, one calm and gleam- 
ing sheet of violet hues ; from the fast-retreating 
shore a fair wind carne, bearing the fragrance of a 
thousand hills and plains, of golden fruits and flowers 
of snow, and passion-blossoms of purple, and the 
scarlet heart of ripe pomegranates ; through the 
silence sounded the cool fresh ripple of the waves as 
the vessel left her track upon the phosphor-silver, 
and above, from a million stars, a purer day seemed 
to dawn on all the aromatic perfumes of the air, 
and all the dim unmeasured freedom of the seas. 
And she, who went to freedom, looked, and looked. 
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and looked, as though never could her sight rest 
long enough upon the limitless radiance^ ñor her lips 
drink enough in of the sweet fresh delicious treasure 
that ihe waters gave and the winds brought ; — the 
treasure of her liberty, 

" You fcome to my kingdom ! " she said softly, 
while her dreaming eyes met her lover's. 

And he who had cleaved to her with that surpass- 
ing love which calumny but strengthens, and fire but 
purifies, which fear cannot enter and death cannot 
appal^ drew her beauty closer to his breast : 

'^"My kingdom is here ! " 

And the ship swept on through the stilLiess of the 
hushed hours, through the glory of the light, to 
glide out through the etemal sea-gates of the oíd 
Román world, and pass into the cloudless warmth of 
Eastem skies, where aheady through the voluptuous 
night the star of moming rose. 
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